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MADAM, 


6 pas high ſtation, which by your birth you hold 
above the people, exacts from every one, as a du 
ty, whatever honours they are capable of paying to your 
Royal Highneſs: but that more exalted place, to which 
Þ your virtues have raiſed you, above the reſt of princes, 
makes the tribute of our admiration and praiſe,” rather a 
choice more immediately preventing that duty. 
The public gratitude is ever founded on a public be- 
nefit; and what is univerſally bleſſed, is always an uni- 
| verſal bleſſing. Thus from yourſelf we derive the of- 
ferings which we bring; and that incenſe which ariſes 
to your name, only returns to its original, and but natu- 
rally requires the parent of its being. | 
From hence it is that this poem, conſtituted on a mo- 
ral, whoſe end is to recommend and to encourage vir. 
tue, of conſequence has recourſe to your Royal Higlineſsꝰ's 
patronage; aſpiring to caſt itſelf beneath your feet, and 
| declining approbation, till you ſhall condeſcend to own 


it, and vouchſafe to ſhine upon it as on a creature of your 
- 
influence. | 


1 


„ DEDICATION. 


Tis from the example of princes that virtue becomes 
a faſhion in the people, for even they who are averſe to 
inſtruction, will yet be fond of imitation. 


But there are multitudes, who never can have means 
nor opportunities of ſo near an acceſs, as to partake of 


the benefit of ſuch examples. And to theſe, Tragedy, 4 


which diſtinguiſhes itſelf from the vulgar poetry by the 4 


dignity of its characters, may be of uſe and information. 5 


For they who are at that diſtance from original greatneſs, 


as to be deprived of the happineſs of contemplating the 3 
perfections and real excellencies of your Royal Highneſs's 7 


perſon in your court, may yet behold ſome ſmall sketches 
and imagings of the virtues of your mind, abſtracted, and 2 | 


repreſented on the theatre. | Z 
Thus poets are inſtructed, and inſtruet ; not alone by i : 
precepts which perſuade, but alſo by examples which il- 


luſtrate. Thus is delight interwoven with inſtrudtion ; 


when not only virtue is preſcribed, but alſo repreſented. 
But if we are delighted with the livelineſs of a feigned 
repreſentation of great and good perſons and their actions, 
how muſt we be charmed with beholding the perſons them- 
ſelves? if one or two excelling qualities, barely touched 
in the ſingle action and ſmall compaſs of a play, can warm > 
an audience with a concern and regard even for the ſeem- | 
ing ſucceſs and proſperity of the actor; with what zeal 1 
muſt the hearts of all be filled for the continued and en- 
creaſing happineſs of thoſe, who are the true and living | 
inſtances of elevated and perſiſting virtue? even the vi- 
cious themſelves muſt have a ſecret yeneration for thoſe 1 
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7 DEDICATION. F 


peculiar graces and endowments, which are daily ſo emi- 


7 nently conipicuous in your Royal Highneſs; and though 


repining, feel a pleaſure which in ſpite of envy they per- 

force approve. 85 
If in this piece, humbly offered to your Royal High- 

neſs, there ſhali appear the reſemblance of any of thoſe 


many excellencies which you ſo promiſeuouſſy poſſeſs, to 


be drawn fo as to merit your leaſt approbation, it has the 
end and accompliſhment of its deſign. And however im- 


perfect it may be in the whole, through the inexperience 


or incapacity of the author, yet, if there is ſo much as 
to convince your Royal Highneſs, that a play may be 
with induſtry ſo diſpoſed (in ſpite of the licentious prac- 
tice of the modern theatre) as to become ſometimes an 
innocent, and not unprofitable entertainment; it will a- 
bundantly gratify the ambition, and recompence the en- 
deavours of, 2 e 


YoUuR RovAI. HIiGHNES's 
Moſt obedient, and 
Moſt humbly devoted ſervant, 


[ 


WILLIAM CONGREVE. 
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1 Spoken by Mr. BETTERToON, 


T* time has been when plays were not ſo plenty, 

And a leſs number new would well content Ye. - 
New plays did then like almanacks appear ; 4 2 
And one was thought ſufficient for a year © . | | 
Tho they are more like almanacks of late; 
For in one year, IT think, they're out of date. 
Nor were they without reaſon join'd together ; 7 
For juſt as one prog naſticates the weather, 4 
How plentiful the crap, or ſcarce the grain, 

M bat peals of thunder, and what ſhowers of rain; 
So Pother can foretel, by certain rules, 

What crops of coxcombs, or what floods of fools. 
In ſuch like prophecies were poets Skill” d, 

Which now they find in their own tribe fulfilPd s 
The dearth of wit, they did ſo long preſage, : 
Ts faln on us, and almoſt ſtarves the ſtage. | 
Were you not griev'd, as often as you ſaw 

Poor actors threſh ſuch empty fheafs of trau? 
Toiling and lab'ring, at their lungs expence, 

To ſtart a jeſt, or force a little ſenſe ? 
Hard fate for us! ftill harder in th* event; 

Our authors fin, but we alone repent. 

Still they proceed, and, at our charge, write worſe ; 
T were ſome amends if they could reimburſe. 
But there's the devil, tho? their cauſe is loſt, 
There's no recovering damages or coſt. 
Good wits, forgive th liberty we take, 
Since cuſtom gives the loſers leave to ſpeak. 
But if, provok'd, your dreadful wrath remains, 
| Take your revenge upon the coming ſcenes : 
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= Then freely judge the ſcenes that ſhall enſue, 


PROLOGUE. 


N | For that damn'd poet's ſpar' d, who damns a brother, 


At one thief ſcapes that executes another, 
Thus far alone does to the wits relate; 
But from the reſt we hope a better fate. 


| To pleaſe and move has been our poet's theme, 


Art may direct, but nature is his aim; 
And nature miſ#'d, in vain he boaſts his art, 
For only nature can affect the heart. 


But as with freedom, judge with candour too. 
He would not loſe, thro' prejudice, bis cauſe ; 
Nor wou'd obtain precariouſiy applauſe. 


| 2 | Impartial cenſure he requeſts from all, 


Prepar d, by juſt decrees to ſtand or fall. 


Dramatis Perſonac. =—_ 


* 


1 | MEN.. 


1 Manuel, the king of Granada * PR, Mr. Verbruggen, 


Gonſalez, his favourite Mr. Sandford. 
Garcia, ſon to Gonſalez . Mr. Scudamaur. 
Perez, captain of the guards Mr. Freeman. 


Alonzo, an officer, creature to Gonſalez Mr. Arnold. | 


Oſmyn, a noble priſoner Mr. Betterton. 
Heli, a priſoner, his friend | Mr. Bowman, 
Selim, an eunuch | | Mr. Baily. 

_— WOMEN. | 
Almeria, the princeſs of Granada Mrs. Bracegirdle, 
Zara, a captive queen | Mrs. Barry. 


Leonora, chief attendant on the princeſs Mrs. Bowman. 


Women, eunuchs, and mutes attending Zara. Guards, &c. 


TEE SCENE GRANADA. 
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MOURNING BRIDE. 


5 ACT L. scENE I {ol ove 
ur. ; A ROOM or STATE. e 
. | 9 | The curtain riſing | hay to fot muſic; F W Ameria i in 
_ mourning, Leonora waiting in mourning. | 
n. I After the muſic, Almeria riſes from her ey and comes forward. 
No 7 I lb ALMERT4@5)10 on 0 | ar 
5 USIC has charms to ſooth a ſavage” breaſt 
To ſoften rocks, or bend a knotted: _ PRE | 
TP ve read, that things inanimate have mov'd, [ 29 2 
And, as with living ſouls, have been inform? Ball 
7 By magic number and perſuaſive ſound, | ii 
5 What then am I? am J more ſenſeleſs grown + + 
Than trees, or flint? O force of conſtant woe! 
| ?Tis not in harmony to calm my griefs. T 
5 | Anſelmo ſleeps, and is at peace; laſt night 


The ſilent tomb receiv'd the good old king; 
He and his ſorrows now are ſafely lodg'd 
Within its cold, but hoſpitable boſom, 
Why am not I at peace? 
Leon. Dear madam, ceaſe, 11 
Or moderate your griefs, there is no ee 
Alm. No cauſe! peace, peace; there is eternal cauſe, 


10 THE MOURNING BRIDE. 
And miſery eternal will ſucceed. 
Thou can't not tell thou haſt indeed no cauſe, 
Leon. Believe me, Madam, I lament Anſelmo, 
And always did compaſſionate his fortune; 
Have often wept, to ſee how cruelly 
Your father kept in chains his fellow king : 
And oft at night, when all have been retir'd, 
Have ſtol'n from bed, and to his priſon crept; 
Where, while his goa ler flept, I thro” the grate 
Have ſoftly whiſper'd, and enquir'd his health; 
Sent in my ſighs and pray*rs for his deliv*rance; 
For ſighs and pray'rs were all that I could offer. 0 
Alm. Indeed thou haſt a ſoft and gentle nature, 
That thus cou'dſt melt to ſee a ſtranger's wrongs. 
O Leonora, hadſt thou known Anſelmo, 
How wou'd thy heart have bled to ſee his ſuff rings! 
_ had'ſt no cauſe, but general compaſſion. 
on. Loveof my royal miſtreſs . me * 
Eng 8 of you begot my grief for him „ 
For I had heard, that when the chance of wat. 8 
Had bleſs'd Anſelmo's arms with victory, 
And the rich ſpoil of all the field, and you, 
The glory of the whole, were made the prey 
Of his ſucceſs; that then, in ſpite of hate, 
Revenge, and that hereditary feud 
Between Valentia's and Granada's kings, 
He did endear himſelf to your affection, 
By all the worthy and indulgent ways 
His moſt induſtrious goodneſs could invent; 
Propoſing by a match between Alphonſo 
His ſon, the brave Valentia prince, and you, 
To end the long diſſenſion, and unite 8 
The jarring crowns, | 


„ 


uE MOURNING BRIDE. It 
Alm. Alphonſo! O Alphonſo! | 


6 | Thou too art quiet long haſt been at peace 
Both, both father and ſon are now no more. 


4 | Then why am I? O when ſhall I have reſt? 
ZE Why do I live to ſay you are no more? 


Why are all theſe things'thus?—is it of force? 


1s there neceſſity, I muſt be miſe rable 2 


T4 


Ts it of moment to the peace of heav'n 


3 | That I ſhould be afflifted thus? if not, 


Why is it thus contriv'd? why are things laid 
By ſome unſeen hind, ſo, as of ſure conſequence, .- 
They muſt to me bring curſes, grief of heart, 


IF. The laſt diſtreſs of life, and ſure deſpair ?- 


Leon. Alas, you ſearch too far, and think too deeply, 
Alm. Why was I carry'd to Anſelmo's court? 
Or there, why was I us'd ſo tenderly 2 | | 
Why not ill treated, like an enemy? 
For ſo my father wow'd have us'd his e 


O Alphonſo, Alphonſo! 


Devouring ſeas have waſh'd thee 9 my bah, 
No time ſhall raze thee from my memorÿ; 
No, I will live to be thy monument; 
The cruel ocean is no more thy tomb; 
But in my heart thou art interr'd; there, there, 
Thy dear reſemblanee is for ever fix'd; 
My love, my lord, my husband ſtill, tho? loft. 
Leon. Husband! O heavins! 
Alm. Alas! what have I ſaid ? 
My grief has hurry'd me beyond all pads. 
1 wou'd have kept that ſecret ; though I know 
Thy love and faith to me deſerve all eonfidence, 


But 'tis the wretches comfort ſtill to have 


Some ſmall reſerve of near and inward woe, 


FE - THE MOURNING BRIDE, 
Some unſuſpected hoard of darling grief, 
Which they unſeen may wail, and weep and mourn, 
And glutton-like alone devour, | 

Leon. Indeed 
I knew not this. 

Alm. O no, thou know'ſt not half, 
Know'ſt nothing of my ſorrows——if thou didſt— 
If I ſhould tell thee, would'ſt thou pity me? 

Tell me: I know thou would'ſt, thou art compaſſionate, 
Leon. Witneſs theſe tears. 

Aim. I thank thee———— Leonora, 

Tndeed I do, for pitying thy ſad miſtreſs : 
For *tis, alas, the poor prerogative 

Of greatneſs, to be wretched and unpitied———— 
But I did promiſe-T wou'd tell the what? 
My miſeries? thou doſt already know em: 

And when I told thee thou didſt nothing know, 
It was becauſe thou didſt not know Alphonſo: 
For to have known my loſs, thou muſt have known 
His worth, his truth, and tenderneſs of love. 

Leon. The _— of that brave prince ſands fair 

In all report [9411 | 
And I have heard: imperſealy his bog; 52 

But fearful to renew your troubles paſt, 

I never did preſume to ask the ſtory. 
Am. If for my ſwelling heart I can, III tell thee, 
T was a welcome captive in Valentia, 
Ev'n on the day when Manuel, my father, 
Led on his conqu' ring troops, high as the gates 
Of king Anſelmo's palace; which in rage, 
And heat of war, and dire revenge, he fir'd, 
The good king flying to avoid the flames, 
Started amidſt his foes, and made captivity 


nate. 
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wou'd that I had fall'n 


His fatal refuge 


X Amidſt thoſe flames but *twas not ſo decreed. 


Alphonſo, who foreſaw my father's cruelty, 


L Had born the queen and me on board a ſhip 

2 Ready to fail; and when this news was brought 
ves put to ſea; but being betray'd by ſome 
wo knew our flight, we cloſely were purſu'd, 
And almoſt taken; when a ſudden ſtorm 


Drove us, and thoſe that follow'd, on the coaſt 


KF Of Africk: there our veſſel ſtruck the ſhore, . 
And bulging 'gainſt a rock was daſh'd in pieces. 

ZE But heav'n ſpar'd me for yet much more affliction! 
Conducting them who follow'd us, to ſhun 

he ſhoar, and ſave me floating on the waves, 


While the good queen and my Alphonſo periſh'd. 
Leon. Alas! were you then wedded to Alphonſo? 


An. That day, that fatal day, our hands were join'd; 
For when my lord beheld the ſhip purſuing, 
And ſaw her rate ſo far exceeding ours; 
He came to me, and begg'd me by my love, 
== I wou'd conſent the prieſt ſhould make us one; 


That, whether death or viftory enſu'd, 


I might be his, beyond the power of future fate: 


The queen too did aſſiſt his ſuit I granted, 

And in one day, was wedded, and a widow. 
Leon. Indeed *twas mournful- 
Alm. *Twas——as J have told thee 


For which I mourn, and will for ever mourn; 


Nor will I change theſe black and diſmal robes, 


| Or ever dry theſe ſwoln and watry eyes ; 


Or ever taſte content, or peace of heart, 


| While I have life, and thought of my Alphonſo. 


Leo, Look down, good heav'n, with pity on her ſor- 
rows, | 


* 
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And grant, that time may bring her ſome relief. 

Alm. O'no! time gives encreaſe to my afflictions. 
The circling hours, that gather all the woes, 
Which are diffus'd thro? the revolving year, 
Come, heavy-laden with the oppreſſing weight, 
To me; with me, ſucceſſively, they leave 
The ſighs, the tears, the groans, the reſtleſs cares, 
And all the damps of grief, that did retard their flight; 


They ſhake their downy wings, and ſcatter all 


The dire colle&ed dews on my poor head ; 
Then fly with joy and ſwiftneſs from me. 
Leo. Hark! 
The diſtant ſhouts proclaim your father's triumph; 3 
[Shouts at a diſtance, | 
O ceaſe, for heav*n's ſake, aſſwage a little 
This torrent of your grief; for, much I fear 


Twill urge his wrath, to fee you drown'd in tears, 


When joy appears in every other face. 
Alm. And joy he brings to every other heart, 


| But double, double weight of woe to mine; 


For with him Garcia comes Garcia, to whom 


I muſt be facrific'd, and all the vows 


I gave my dear Alphonſo baſely broken. 

No, it ſhall never be; for I will die; 

Firſt, die ten. thouſand deaths— look down, look down, | 
[Kneels. | 
Al ate, hear the ſacred yow I-make ; | 
One moment, ceaſe to gaze on perfect bliſs, 
And bend thy glorious eyes to earth and me; 
And thou Anſelmo, if yet thou art arriv'd 
Thro! all impediments of purging fire, 


To that bright heav'n, where my Alphonſo reigns, 


Behold thou alſo, and attend my vow. 
If ever I do yield, or give conſent, 
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vy any action, word or thought, to wed 


t; 


ſtance, | | 


Wn, 
Lueels. 


Another lord; may then juſt heav'n ſnow'r down * 
ZUnheard-of curſes on me, greater far | , 
lf ſuch there be in angry heav'n's vengeance) 
han any I have yet endur'd—And now L Riſing+ 
Ny heart has ſome relief; having ſo well 
Mpiſcharg'd this debt, incumbent on my love. 
et, one thing more I wou'd engage from thee. 
| Leo. My heart, my life and will, are only yours. A 
Ain. I thank thee. Tis but this; anon, when all 3 
Are wrap'd and buſied in the general joy, | 
Thou wilt withdraw, and privately with me 
teal forth, to viſit good Anſelmo's tomb. 
Leo. Alas! I fear fome fatal reſolution. 
| Alm. No, on my life, my faith, I mean no ill, 
Nor violence.——1 feel myſelf more light, 
And more at large, ſince I have made this yow. 
Perhaps I would repeat it there more ſolemnly. 
*Tis that, or ſome ſuch melancholy thought, 
Upon my word no more. 
| Leo. I will attend you. 


SCENE II. 


ALMERIA, LEONORA, ALON70. © 


Abs. 1 . lord Gonſalez comes to tell your highneſs 
"I The king is juſt arriv'd. 
Alm. Conduct him in. Exit Alon, 
That's his pretence, his errand is, I know, 
To fill my ears with Garcia's valiant deeds ; 

And gild and magnify his ſon's exploits. ' 

But I am arm'd with ice around my heart, 
Not to be warm'd with words, or idle eloquence. 
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sc EN E UI. 


8 ALMERIA, LEONORA. 


Gon. BE ev'ry day of your long life like this. E 
| The ſun, bright conqueſt, and your brighter i 
eyes, | 1 
Have all conſpir'd to blaze promiſcuous light, 
And bleſs this day with moſt unequal'd luſtre, 
Your royal father, my victorious lord, 
Loaden with ſpoils, and ever-living laurel, 
Is entring now in martial pomp the palace. 
Five hundred mules precede his ſolemn march, WM 
Which groan beneath the weight of Mooriſh wealth. > 
Chariots of war, adorn'd with glittering gems, E | 
Succeed; and next, a hundred neighing ſteeds, 
White as the fleecy rain on Alpine hills; 
That bound, and foam, and champ the golden bit, 
As they diſdain'd the victory they grace. 
Priſoners of war in ſhining fetters follow; 
And captains of the nobleſt blood of Africk 
Sweat by his chariot-wheel, and lick, and grind, | 
With gnaſhing teeth, the duſt his triumphs raiſe, 1 
The ſwarming populace ſpread every wall, 
And cling, as if with cla ws they did enforce 
Their hold, thro? clifted ſtones, ſtretching and ſtaring, 
As if they were all eyes, and every limb 
Would feed its faculty of admiration. 
While you alone retire, and ſhun this fight ; 
This ſight, which is indeed not ſeen (tho' twice 
The multitude ſhould gaze) in abſence of your eyes. 
Alm. My lord, my eyes ungratefully behold 
| The gilded trophies of exterior honours. 
Nor will my cars be charm'd with ſounding words, 


'S 


nE MOURNING BRIDE. 17 
| Or pompous phraſe; the pageantry of ſouls. | 
SE But that my father is return'd in ſafety, 

I bend to heay'n with thanks. 

Gonſ. Excellent princeſs! 

But tis a task unfit for my weak age, 
With dying words, to offer at your praiſe. 

Garcia, my ſon, your beauty's loweſt ſlave, 
Has better done; in proving with his ſword 
The force and influence of your matchleſs charms. 

4 Alm. I doubt not of the worth of Garcia's deeds, 
Which had been brave, tho? I had ne'er been born. 


Leo. Madam, the king. | [Flouriſh, 
Alm. My women. I wou'd meet him. 
a [Attendants to Almeria enter in mourning. 


s EN E IV. 


Symphony of warlike muſic. Enter the king, attended by Garcia 
and ſeveral officers. Files of priſoners in chains, and guards, 
who are ranged in order round the ſtage. Almeria meets the 
king, and kneels; afterwards Gonſalez kneels and kiſſes the 
king*s band, while Garcia does the ſame to the Princeſs. 


| King. „ en riſe My beſt Gonſalez riſe. 


What, tears! my good old friend, — , 
Gonſ. But tears of joy, 


WBclicve me, fir, to ſee you thus has fill'd 
My eyes with more delight than they can hold. 
= fig. By heav'n thou lov'ſt me, and I'm pleas'd thou 
doſt: | 
ake it for thanks, old man, that I rejoice 
o ſee thee weep on this occaſion ———— ſame 
ere are, who ſeem to mourn at our ſucceſs ! 
hy is't, Almeria, that you meet our eyes, 
pon this ſolemn day, in theſe ſad weeds? 


8 
a 
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In oppoſition to my brightnels, you, 
And yours are all like daughters of affliction. 
Alm. Forgive me, fir, if I in this offend. 
The year, which I have vow'd to pay to heav'n, 
In mourning and ftrid life, for my deliverance 
From wreck and death, wants yet to be expired. 
King. Your zeal to heay'n is great; ſo is your debt: 
Yet ſomething too is due to me, who gave 
That life, which heav'n preſerv'd. A day beſtow'd 
In filial duty, had atton'd and giv'n 
A diſpenſation to your vow—— No more. 
»Twas weak and wilful—and a woman's error. 
Yet—upon thought, it doubly wounds my ſight, 
To fee that ſable worn upon the day 
- Succeeding that, in which our deadlieſt foe, 
Hated Anſelmo, was interr'd—by heav'n, 
It looks as thou didſt mourn for him: juſt ſo, 
Thy ſenſeleſs vow appear'd to bear its date, 
Not from that hour wherein thou wert preſerv'd, 
But that wherein the curs'd Alphonſo periſh'd. 
Ha! what? thou doſt not weep to think of that? 
Gonſ. Have patience, royal fir, the princeſs weeps 
To have offended you. If fate decreed, 
One pointed hour ſhould be Alphonſo's loſs, 
And her deliverance; is ſhe to blame ? | 
King. I tell thee ſhe's to blame, not to have feaſted 
When my firſt foe was laid in earth, ſuch enmity, 
Such deteſtation, bears my blood to his ; 
My daughter ſhould have revell'd at his death. 
She ſhould have made theſe palace walls to ſhake, 
And all this high and ample roof to ring 
With her rejoicings. What, to mourn, and weep; 
Then, then to weep, and pray, and grieve? by heay'n, 
There's not a ſlave, a ſhackled ſla ve of mine, 
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ZW But ſhould have ſmil'd that hour, through all his care, 
A | And ſhook his chains in tranſport and rude harmony. 
3 Gonſ. What ſhe has done, was in exceſs of goodneſs; 
Betray'd by too much piety, to ſeem 

As if ſhe had offended. -— Sure, no more. 

2 King. To ſeem is to commit, at this conjuncture. 

l wonot have a ſeeming ſorrow, ſeen 

© To-day——retire, diveſt yourſelf with ſpeed 

of that offenſive black; on me be all 

WE Lhe violation of your vow : for you, 

It ſhall be your excuſe, that I command it. : 

s Gar. kneeling. Your pardon, fir, if I preſume ſo far, 

As to remind you of your gracious promiſe. 

EKEing. Riſe, Garcia forgot. Yet ſtay, Almeria. 
Alm. My boding heart! —-what is your pleaſure, fir? 
King. Draw near, and give your hand; and, Garcia, 

yours: 

Receive this lord, as one whom I have found 

Worthy to be your husband, and my ſon. 

== Gor. Thus let me kneel to take O not to take—— 

But to devote, and yield myſelf for ever 
The ſlave and creature of my royal miſtreſs. 

Gonſ. O let me proſtrate pay my worthleſs thanks 

King. No more; my promiſe long ſince paſs'd, thy 

{ervices, 

And Garcia's well-try'd valour, all oblige me. 

This day we triumph; but to-morrow's ſun, 

Garcia, ſhall ſhine to grace thy nuptials 

Alm. Oh!— 

| Gar. She faints! help to ſupport her. 

| Gonſ. She recovers. 

King. A fit of bridal fear; how ist, Almeria? 

Ain. A ſudden chilneſs ſeizes on my ſpirits. 
our leave, ſir, to retixe. 


ed 


C Faints, 


ven, 
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King. Garcia, conduct her. 
[Garcia leads Almeria to the door, and returns, 
This idle vow hangs on her woman's fears. 
Pl have a prieſt ſhall preach her from her faith, 
And make it ſin, not to renounce that vow 
Which I'd have broken. Now, what would Alonzo ? 


SCENE V. 
KING, GoxsALEZz, GARCIA, ALONzo, Attendants. 


Alon. Y Our beauteous captive, Zara, is arriv'd, 
And with a train as if ſhe ſtill were wife 
To Albucacim, and the Moor had conquer'd. 

King. It is our will ſhe ſhould be ſo attended. iS 
Bear hence theſe priſoners. Garcia, which is he, "7 
Of whoſe mute valour you relate ſuch wonders? 3 

[Priſoners led x. 7 

Gar. Oſmyn, who led the Mooriſh horſe ; but he, br 
Great ſir, at her requeſt, attends on Zara. : I 

King. He is your priſoner, as you pleaſe diſpoſe him. 

Gar. IT would oblige him, but he ſhuns my kindneſs; 
And with a haughty mien, and ftern civility, 
Dumbly declines all offers : if he ſpeak 
*Tis ſcarce above a word; as he were born 
Alone to do, and did difdain to talk; 

At leaſt, to talk where he muſt not command. 

King. Such ſullenneſs, and in a man ſo brave, 
Muſt have ſome other cauſe than his captivity. 
Did Zara, then, requeſt he might attend her? 

Gar. My lord, ſhedid. : 

King, That, join'd with his behaviour, 
Begets a doubt. I'd have em watch'd ; perhaps 
Her chains hang heavier on him than his own. 
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SCENE VI. 


KinG, GonsaLEez, GARCIA, ALONZO, ZARA and OSMYN 
bound, conducted by PEREZ and a guard, and attended by SELIM 
and ſeveral Mutes and Eunuchs in a train. | 


| King, HAT welcome, and what honours, beauteous 
Zara, 


A king and conqueror can give, are yours. 
A conqueror indeed, where you are won ; 


Who with ſuch luſtre ſtrike admiring eyes, 


3 That had our pomp been with your preſence grac'd, 


Th” expecting crowd had been deceiv'd; and ſeen 


IX Their monarch enter not triumphant, but 


b In pleaſing triumph led; your beauty's ſlave. 
Zara. If I on any terms could condeſcend 


3 | To like captivity, or think thoſe honours, 
= Which conquerors in courteſy beſtow, 
Of equal value with unborrow'd rule, 


And native right to arbitrary ſway; | 


1 might be pleas'd, when I behold this train 
With uſual homage wait. But when I feel 


| Theſe bonds, I look with loathing on myſelf; 

And ſcorn vile ſlavery, tho? doubly hid 

Beneath mock-praiſes, and diſſembled ſtate. 
King. Thoſe bonds! *twas my command you ſhould be 

free. 

How durſt you, Perez, diſobey? 

Per. Great ſir, 

Tour order was, ſhe ſhould not wait your triumph; 

But at ſome diſtance follow, thus attended. 

= Ming. Tis falſe; *twas more; I bid ſhe ſhould be free: 
If not in words, I bid it by my eyes. 


Her eyes did more than bid Free her and her's 
B 3 
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22 THE MOURNING BRIDE. 
With ſpeed—yet ſtay—my hands alone can make 
Fit reſtitution here Thus I releaſe you, 


And by releaſing you enſlave myſelf. 


Zara. Such favours ſo conferr'd, tho! when unſought, 
Deſerve acknowledgement from — 84 minds. 
Such thanks, as one hating to be oblig'd 
Yet hating more ingratitude, can pay, 
I offer. 
King. Born to excel, and to command! 
As by tranſcendent beauty to attract 
All eyes, ſo by preheminence of ſoul 
To rule all hearts. 
Garcia, what's he, who with contracted brow, 
[Beholding Ofmyn as they unbind him. 
And ſullen port, glooms downward with his eyes; 
At once regardleſs of his chains, or liberty ? 
Gar. That, ſir, is he of whom I ſpoke, that's Oſmyn, 
King. He anſwers well the character you gave him, 
Whence comes it, valiant Oſmyn, that a man 
So great in arms, as thou art ſaid to be, 
So hardly can endure captivity, 


The common chance of war? 


Oſm. Becauſe captivity 


Has robb'd me of a dear and juſt revenge. 


King. J underſtand not that. 

Oſm. I would not have you. 

Zara. That gallant Moor in battle loſt a friend, 
Whom more than life he lov'd; and the regret, 
Of not revenging on his foes that loſs, 

Has caus'd this melancholy and defpair. 

Ex. She does excuſe him; ?tis as I ſuſpected. F 
[To Gon. 

Gonſ. That friend may be herſelf; ſeem not to heed } 
His arrogant reply : ſhe looks concern'd. 
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King. I'll have enquiry made; perhaps his friend 
Yet lives, and is a priſoner, His name? 
Zara. Heli. | 
King. Garcia, that ſearch ſhall be your care : 
It ſhall be mine to pay devotion here; 
At this fair ſhrine to lay my laurels down, 
And raiſc love's altar on the ſpoils of war. 
X Conqueſt and triumph, now, are mine no more; 
For will I victory in camps adore: 
For, ling'ring there, in long ſuſpence ſhe ſtands, 
== Shifting the prize in unreſolving hands: 
XZ Unus'd to wait, I broke through her delay, 
= Fix'd her by force, and ſnatch'd the doubtful day. 
Now, late I find that war is but her ſport ; 
In love the goddeſs keeps her awful court : 
Fickle in fields, unſteadily ſhe flies, 
But rules with ſettled ſway in Zara's eyes. 


ght, 


him, 


nyn. 
n. 


End of the firſt AF. 
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THE MOURNING BRIDE, 
ACT IT I. 
Repreſenting the iſle of a temple. 


Gaxcla, HELI, PEREZ. 


GARCIA. 
HIS way, we're told, Oſmyn was ſeen to walk; 
Chuſing this lonely manſion of the dead, 
To mourn, brave Heli, thy miſtaken fate. 

Heli. Let heav'n with thunder to the centre ſtrike — 
If to ariſe in very deed from death, . 
And to reviſit with my long-clos'd eyes 
This living light, cou'd to my ſoul, or ſenſe, 

Afford a thought, or ſhow a glimpſe of joy, 
In leaſt proportion to the vaſt delight 

I feel, to hear of Oſmyn's name; to hear 
That Oſmyn lives, and I again ſhall ſee him. 

Gar. I have heard, with admiration, of your friendſhip, | 

Per. Yonder, my lord, behold the noble Moor. 

Heli. Where? where? 

Gar. I ſaw him not, nor any like him 

Per. I ſaw him when I ſpoke, thwarting my view, 

And ſtriding with diſtemper'd haſte; his eyes 
Seem'd flame, and flaſh'd upon me with a glance; 
Then forward ſhot their fires, which he purſu'd, 
As to {ome object frightful, yet not fear'd. 
Gar. Let's haſte to follow him, and know the cauſe. 
Heli. My lord, let me entreat you to forbear : 

Leave me alone, to find and cure the cauſe, 

I know his melancholy, and ſuch ſtarts 

Are uſual to his temper. It might raiſe him 

To act ſome violence upon himſelf, 


Iſhip. | 


iſe, 
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So to be caught in an unguarded hour, d 


And when his ſoul gives all her paſſions way, 
Secure and looſe in friendly ſolitude. 
I know his noble heart would burſt with ſhame, 


To be ſurpriz'd by ſtrangers in its frailty. 
Gar. Go, gen'rous Heli, and relieve your friend. 


1 Far be it from me, officiouſly to pry 
or preſs upon the pri vacies of others. 


"Ez SCENE I. 


GARCIA, PEREZ. 


3 Gar. 3 the King expects from our return 


To have his jealouſy confirm'd, or clear'd, 


or that appearing love which Zara bears . 


To Oſmyn; but ſome other opportunity 


W Muſt make that plain. 


Per. To me 'twas long ſince plain, 
And ev'ry look from him and her confirms it. 
Gar. If fo, unhappineſs attends their love, 


| And I cou'd pity em. I hear ſome coming, 
| The friends perhaps are met; let us avoid em. 


SCENE III. 


ALMERIA, LEONORA. 


. T was a fancy'd noiſe, for all is huſh'd. 
Leo. It bore the accent of a human voice. 
Alm. It was thy fear, or elſe ſome tranſient wind 


| Whiſtling thro? hollows of this vaulted iſle. 


We'll liſten 
Leo. Hark! 
Alm. No, all is huſh'd, and ſtill as eta dreadful! 


| How reverend is the face of this tall pile, 
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26 THE MOURNING BRIDE. 


Whoſe ancient pillars rear their marble heads, 
To bear aloft its arch'd and pond'rous roof, 
By its own weight made ſtedfaſt and immoveable, 
Looking tranquillity. It ſtrikes an awe 
And terror on my aking ſight; the tombs 
And monumental caves of death look cold, 
And ſhoot a chilneſs to my trembling heart. 
Give me thy hand, and let me hear thy voice; 
Nay, quickly ſpeak to me, and let me hear 
Thy voice—my own affrights me with its echo's. 
Leo. Let us return; the horror of this place 
And filence, will encreaſe your melancholy. 
Alm. It may my fears, but cannot add to that. 
No, I will on; ſhew me Anſelmo's tomb, 
Lead me o'er bones and skulls and mould' ring earth 
Of human bodies; for I'll mix with them, 
Or wind me in the ſhroud of ſome pale coarſe 
Let green in earth, rather than be the bride 
Of Garcia's more deteſted bed. That thought 
Exerts my ſpirits; and my preſent fears 
Are loſt in dread of greater ill. Then ſhew me, 
Lead me, for Iam bolder grown: lead on 
Where I may kneel and pay my vows again 
To him, to heav'n, and my Alphonſo's ſoul. 
Leo. I go; but heav'n can tell with what regret, 


SCENE IV. 


The ſcene opening diſcovers a place of tombs. One monumeil 3 
fronting the view greater than the reſt. 


HELT. 
Heli. J Wander thro? this maze of monuments, = 
Yet cannot find him hark! ſure tis the voice 
Of one complaining There it ſounds—L'Il follow it. | 


THE MOURNING BRIDE. 


SCENE v. 
ALMERIA, LEONORA. 


Ehold the ſacred vault, within whoſe womb 
3 The poor remains of good Anſelmo reſt; 
Pet freſh and unconſum'd by time or worms. 
What do I ſee? O heav'n! either my eyes 
\re falſe, or ſtill the marble door remains 
5 Pnclos- d; the iron grates that lead to death 
| _—_ are ſtill wide ſtretch'd upon their binge, 
And ſtaring on us with unfolded leaves. 
Am. Sure tis the friendly yawn of death for me; 
And that dumb mouth, ſignificant in ſnow, 
8 nvites me to the bed where I alone 
Shall reſt; ſhews me the grave, where nature weary, 
nd long oppreſs'd with woes and bending cares, 
May lay the burden down, and ſink in flumbers 
of peace eternal, Death, grim death, will fold 
Ne in his leaden arms, and preſs me cloſe 
o his cold clayie breaſt : my father then 
Will ceaſe his tyranny; and Garcia too 
Will fly my pale deformity with loathing. 
My ſoul, enlarg'd from its vile bonds, will mount, 
And range the ſtarry.orbs, and milky ways, 
Of that refulgent world, where I ſhall ſwim 
n liquid light, and float on ſeas of bliſs » 
nonumen To my Alphonſo's ſoul. O joy too great! 

O extacy of thought! help me, Anſelmo; _ 
Help me, Alphonſo; take me, reach thy hand ; 
To thee, to thee I call, to thee, Inn. 
| 2 Alphonſo. 
e voice 
wit. | 
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SCENE VI. 


ALMERIA, LrONORA, O&MYN aſcending from the tomb. 


Ofm. HO calls that wretched thing that was 
phonſo? 
Alm. Angels, and all the hoſt of heav'n, ſupport mel 
Oſm.Whence is that voice, whoſe ſhrillneſs, from the gray 
And growing to his father” s ſhrowd, roots up 
Alphonſo ? 
Alm. Mercy ! a O . 
Speak to it quickly, quickly; ſpeak to me, 
Comfort me, help me, hold me, hide me, hide me, 
Leonora, in thy boſom, from the light, 
And from my eyes. | | 
Oſm. Amazement and illuſion! 
Rivet me, and nail me where I ſtand, ye pow'rs; | 
5 [Coming forwa, 
That motionleſs I may be ſtill deceiv d. 
Let me not ſtir, nor breathe, leſt I diſſolve 
That tender, loyely form of painted air, 
So like Almeria. Ha! it ſinks, it falls; 
Vil catch it ere it goes, and graſp her ſhade. 
'Tis life! *tis warm! ?tis ſhe! 'tis ſhe herſelf! 
Nor dead, nor ſhade, but breathing and alive! 
It is Almeria, *tis, it is my wife! 


SCENE VII. 


ALMERIA, LEONORA, OSMYN, HELL. 


Leon. LAS, ſhe ſtirs not yet, nor lifts her eyes; 

| He too is fainting—help me, help me, ſtrangei 
Who-c'er thou art, and lend thy hand to raiſe 
Theſe bodies. 
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| Heli. Ha! 'tis he! and with—Almeria ! 

miracle of happineſs! O joy 

nhop'd for! does Almeria live! 

== 0m. Where is ſhe? 

Met me behold and touch her, and be ſure 

*X&T'is ſhe ; ſhew me her face, and let me feel 

er lips with mine ——'tis ſhe, I'm not deceiv'd ; 

taſte her breath, I warm'd her and am warm'd. 

ook up, Almeria, bleſs me with thy eyes; 

ook on thy love, thy lover, and thy husband. 

Am. I've ſworn. I'll not wed Garcia; why d' ye force 

MMM this a father? [me ? 
on. Look on thy Alphonſo. 


I ET hy father is not here, my love, nor Garcia: 

For am I what I ſeem, but thy Alphonſo. 

ilt thou not know me? haſt thou then forgot me? 
| alt thou thy eyes, yet canſt not ſee Alphonſo ? 
forward m] ſo alter'd, or art thou ſo chang'd, 


hat ſeeing my diſguiſe, thou ſeeſt not me? 
Aim. Tt is, it is Alphonſo. ?Tis his face, 
Mis voice, I know him now, I know him all. 
ED take me to thy arms, and bear me hence, 

Pack to the bottom of the boundleſs deep, 

To ſeas beneath, where thou ſo long haſt dwelt. 
ED how haſt thou return'd ? how haſt thou charm'd 
he wildneſs of the waves and rocks to this ? 

That thus relenting, they have giv'n thee back 

o carth, to light and life, to love and me. 
on. O Pil not ask, nor anſwer how, or why, 
We both have backward trod the paths of fate, 

Jo meet again in life; to know I have thee, 
knowing more than any circumſtance 

Dr means by which I have thee 
Wo fold thee thus, to preſs thy balmy lips, 


'es ; 
trangerÞ 


*& 4 4 * 
eat —— ents, 


— — 


47th 
- — 


—— —̃ —— 2 —ö. 


"a 


6 Ge ng oO OED rough 


% En ” 
rs — . 5 


Met. rs wen. 
Set Wc 


ara ay 
= x 
t- Hu, 
28 
42 7 
27 4 
it 7 4 
WIL | $ : 
WE: if: N 
. þ 
7 3 y 
„ A 
* 
„ Les Z2Y b 
' 3 
485 
\ 'Y< 4 
7 8 
+ 1 8 { 3538 
= ] 
_—_ 
232 P 
. , 
_ . 
— by 
* 
* 
CE) 
* : 
Fo 
1. $f 
+ g 
N 2 
9 b 
33 
—— of 
* tA 
; 441 1 
4 41 
1 * 7 
i ; 4. 
1 
bu +223 
o ©q 
pk 9 b 
» 7 El p 
: FEY 
805 
1 
1 
1 45 
v3 
x 
4 1 
1 
_ 
_ 
1 4 " 
2 
2 = 7 
I 5 " 
* * £14 
X 4 7 
WHATS. | 

bo by 2 4 ö 

9 4 * 

i 
2 1 

2 ; 

_ LEED! 
8 74 : — 
eren 
25 + 3 

ain 

J TH: 

1433. 

8 7 i id: 1 4 

75 nn 
inn, 
20 £6 : 

* 14 
4. 171 Tit 
. 

T 1 4 * 

At - & . * 

4 - K . 

Fon a : 
C F} This 1 
* 1 
- 4 
nn 
94 G's Pars! 
3 Bro? 14 n 

4 * — 21 
13-62-2989: 46: 
\ n 4 

8 
* © K 

5 1:88 
A 3 $987 23 +83 
q 257 * 1 
1 
9 3 £ 
2 . ny 
4 T: Ht 
LOTT 

Nie 1 : 
- 17 

* 4 
1 e 
115 4 4 
-*h 14 

4 U 4 — 
40 1 

3 ; ” 

1 : 

bt 
1 : 

2 

SE EY 
oy l Ds 14 Z 
3 EST 
A” o ” o 44 
4 's 14 . A 
1 7 1 1 - 
5 =; 1 4 
l FR 
5 Feil-f a : 

Ly > »Þ i g 
1 1 23 
[0 J 1 
4 * * o 
$* } 
Ps 28 
2 1. 
4 
7 * — 1 + 4 ö 
4 1 j 
ray . 1 : 
* C *. 1 
* : . 

f p 4 
N 0 * > 
r 
9 i 
5 9 
is 3 N 
o P = 'S - 

14 
( þ 
. oy 31 1 
121 3 : 
13 
1 
2 * 1 $ 

:, 4) 
$ bad © 4 
Vow £ 
+ - 1 
—_. 

Fez ['WLLs 

l f 4 
* 

# 9 

nl N 

: 1 7 

3 25 $3 

> 4* $1 

| > BJ 

$: : If 

7% + 

* 1 
r 

1 
£ 2 
77 1 
N 

3 Y 
$45 WIE 4 
Kess . 

#117, 4 ; 
13. $ 

7.3 Jy 
1.35 Þ 
J: # : 

© 2 
17 «XJ A 
1 
1 

1 [1 
N 1 

114 

1 
% 

p 2 
© eb ; #1 

3% 6 % 

ISS + 

7 218 

4 
y b 
7 » 

9 177 
as ' 

N 19 
W 
185. 7 
3 

9933 
| 4 # 
n 
17388; } 

Th 11 
1 
54 N 

n 
1 
N ö 

5 
We - 
bs 1 11 
Mrd 17 5 
Wn”, 4 

* 

0 

N o q 

» 4 + It 

. 
1 

92 145 

* * 
1 

y 

TH. x "1 

* - 

J. 

75. 

TR 55 
1 
13 
Ix 
i P 7 F 
. "I 71 


— — — pt, 


r 


30 THE MOURNING BRI DE. 
And gaze upon thy eyes, is ſo much joy, 
T have not leiſure to reflect, or know, 

Or trifle time in thinking. 

Alm. Stay a while 
Let me look on thee, yet a little more. 

Oſm. What wouldſt thou? thou doſt put me from 

Alm. Les. | 

Oſm. And why? what doſt thou mean? why doſt thou 

gaze ſo? 

Alm. 1 know not, tis to ſee thy face, I think 
Tt is too much! too much to bear and live! 

To ſee him thus again is ſuch profuſion 
Of joy, of bliſs I cannot bear—1 muſt 3 
Be mad II cannot be tranſported thus. 4 

Oſm. Thou excellence, thou joP, thou heav'n of love 

Alm. Where haſt thou been? and how art thou alive! 
How is all this? all- pow'rful heav'n, what are we! 

O my ſtrain'd heart let me again behold thee, 

For I weep to ſee thee——art thou not paler? 

Much, much; how thou art chang'd! 

On. Not in my love. 4 

Alm. No, no, thy griefs, I know, have done this to thee 
Thou haſt wept much, Alphonſo; and, I fear, ; 
Too much too tenderly lamented me, 

m. Wrong not my love, to ſay too tenderly. 
No more, my life ; talk not of tears or prief - 
Affliction is no more, now thou art found. 

Why doſt thou weep, and hold thee from my arms, 
My arms which ake to hold thee faſt, and grow 
To theee with twining ? come, come to my heart. W 1 

Alm. J will, for I ſhould never look enough. | 
They would have marry'd me; but J had ſworn Di 
To heav'n and thee, and ſooner wou'd have dy'd— i 

O/m. Perfection of all faithfulneſs and love! ld: 


THE MOURNING BRIDE. 31 
An. Indeed I wou'd—nay, I wou'd tell thee all, 
Ir I cou'd ſpeak ; how I have mourn'd and pray'd ; 
| 4 For 1 have pray'd to thee as to a faint : 
Ind thou haſt heard my pray'r; for thou art come 
o my diſtreſs, to my deſpair, which heav'n 
ould only by reſtoring thee have cur'd. 
== 0/n. Grant me but life, good heav'n, but length of days, 
oſt thou Vo pay ſome part, ſome little of this debt, 
= his countleſs ſum of tenderneſs and love, 
= for which I ſtand engag'd to this all excellence : 
ET hen bear me in a whirlwind to my fate, 
yatch me from life, and cut me ſhort unwarn'd; 
hen, then *twill be enough 1 ſhall be old, 
3 hall have liv'd beyond all aera's then 
f yet unmeaſur'd time; when I have made 
his exquiſite, this moſt amazing goodneſs, 
me recompence of love and matchleſs truth. 
Alm. Tis more than recompence, to ſee thy face: 
| heav'n is greater joy it is no happineſs, 
Por 'tis not to be born —— what ſhall I ſay? 
have a thouſand things to know, and ask, 
to the 4 nd ſpeak that thou art here, beyond all hope, 
ll thought; that all at once thou art before me, 
nd with ſuch ſuddenneſs haſt hit my ſight, 
ſuch ſurpriſe, ſuch myſtery, ſuch extaſy! 
hurries all my ſoul, and ſtuns my ſenſe. 
re from thy father's tomb thou didſt ariſe ! 
O/m. I did, and thou my love didſt call me thou. 
Alm. True; but how cam'ſt thou there? wert thou alone? 
O/m. JI was, and lying on my father's lead, c 
hen broken echoes of a diſtant voice 
iſturb'd the ſacred ſilence of the vault, 
murmurs round my head. I roſe and liſten'd, 
Ind thought I heard thy ſpirit call Alphonſo ; * 
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32 THE MOURNING BRIDE. 


That perſevering ſtill, with open hand, 


I thought I ſaw thee too; but O, I thought not 
That I indeed ſhould be ſo bleſt to ſee thee 5 
Alm. But till, how cam'ſt thou hither ? how thus? — ha 

What's he, who like thyſelf is ſtarted here 
Ere ſeen? 5 
Oſm. Where? ha! what do I ſee? Antonio! 
I'm fottunate indeed my friend too, ſafe! 
Heli. Moſt happily, in finding you thus bleſs'd. 
Alm. More miracles! Antonio too eſcap'd! 
Oſm. And twice eſcap'd, both from the rage of ſeas 
And war: for in the fight I ſaw him fall. 
Heli. But fell unhurt, a pris'ner as yourſelf, 
And as yourſelf made free; hither I came 
Impatiently to ſeek you, where I knew 
Your grief would lead you, to lament Anſelmo. 
Oſm. There are no wonders, or elſe all is wonder. 
Heli. I ſaw you on the ground, and rais'd you uf: 
When with aſtoniſhment, I ſaw Almeria. 
Oſm. I ſaw her too, and therefore ſaw not thee. 
Alm. Nor I, nor could I, for my eyes were yours. 
Ofm. What means the bounty of all-gracious heav'n, 


1 
El,” 


It ſcatters good, as in a waſte of mercy! 
Where will this end! but heav'n is infinite 
In all, and can continue to beſtow, 
When ſcanty number ſhall be ſpent in telling. 
Leon. Or I'm deceiv'd, or I beheld the glimpſe 
Of two in ſhining habits croſs the iſle; | 
Who by. their pointing ſeem to mark this place. 
Alm. Sure I have dreamt, if we muſt part ſo ſoon. 
Oſm. I wiſh at leaſt, our parting were a dream, 
Or we could ſleep ?till we again were met. 
Heli. Zara with Selim, fir ; I ſaw and know em: 5 
You muſt be quick, for love will lend her wings. * 
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Alm. What love? who is ſhe? why are you alarm'd? 
Oſm. She's the reverſe of thee; ſhe's my unhappineſs. 
Harbour no thought that may diſturb thy peace; 
But gently take thyſelf away, leſt ſhe 
Should come and fee the ftraining of my eyes 
To follow thee. Ill think how we may meet 
To part no more; my friend will tell thee all; 
How I eſcap'd, how I am here, and thus; | 
Ho I'm not call'd Alphonſo, now, but Oſmyn; 
And he Heli. All, all he will unfold, 
Ere next we meet 
Alm. Sure we ſhall meet again 
O/m. We ſhall; we part not but to meet again. 
Gladneſs and warmth of ever-kindling love 
Dwell with thee, and revive thy heart in abſence. 


Wag, 
hal 5 
3 : 


r. 8 
up: SCENE VIII. 


 O$MYN alone. 


ET I behold her—yet——and now no more. 
Turn your lights inward, eyes, and view my thought, 
So ſhall you ſtill behold her twill not be. 
O impotence of ſight! mechanic ſenſe, 
Which to exterior objects ow'ſt thy faculty, 
Pot ſeeing of election, but neceſſity. 
Thus do our eyes, as do all common mirrours, 
Pucceſſively reflect ſucceeding images; 
Not what they would, but muſt ; a ſtar, or toad: 
Juſt as the hand of chance adminiſters. 
Not ſo the mind, whoſe undetermin'd view 
Revolves, and to the preſent adds the paſt : 
{ſaying further to futurity ; 
ut that in vain. I have Almeria here 
t once, as I before have ſeen her often 


C 


urs. 
av'n, | 


On. 
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Mota sc EN E IX, 


Zana, SELIM, OSMYN. 


Zara. 8 he ſtands, folded and fix'd to am, 
> Stiff ning in thought, a ſtatue among ſtatues. - 
Why, cruel Oſmyn, doſt thou fly me thus ? 
Is it well done? is this then the return 
For fame, for honour, and for empire loſt ? 
But what is loſs of honour, fame and empire? 
Is this the recompence reſerv'd for love? 
Why doſt thou leave my eyes, and fly my arms, 
Io find this place of horror and obſcurity ? 
Am I more loathſome' to thee than the grave, 
That thou doſt ſeek to ſhield thee there, and ſhun 
My love? but to the grave Ill follow thee—— 
He looks not, minds not, kears not; barb'rous man, 
Am ] neglected thus? am I deſpis'd ? 
Not heard! ungrateful Ong. 
Oßm. Ha, tis Zara! 1 
Ema. Yes, traitor; Zara, loſt, abandon'd Zara, 6 | 
| Is a regardleſs ſuppliant, now, to Oſmyn. 1 
The ſlave, the wretch that ſhe redeem'd from death, 
Diſdains to liſten now, or look on Zara. | 
O/m. Far be the guilt of ſuch reproaches from me; 
Loſt in myſelf, and blinded by . thoughts, 
I ſaw you not, *till now. Fs 
Zara. Now then you ſee me—— 
But with ſuch dumb and thankleſs eyes you look, 
Better I was unſeen, than ſeen thus coldly. | 
Oſin. What would you * a wretch whe came 
mourn ; 9 60 
And only for his ſorrows choſe this ſolitude ? 
Look round; joy is not here, nor chearfulneſs. 
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THE MOURNING BRIDE-« 35 

Jou have purſu'd misfortune to its dwelling, off 

Yet look for gaiety and gladneſs there. | 
Zara. Inbuman! why, why doſt thou rack me thus? 
And with perverſeneſs, from the purpoſe, anſwer? 
What is't to me, this houſe of miſery ? 
What joy do I require ? if thou doſt mourn, 
I come to mourn with thee; to ſhare thy griefs, 
And give thee, for 'em, in exchange, my love. 

Oſm. O that's the greateſt grief I am ſo poor, 
I have not wherewithal to give again. 

Zara. Thou haſt a heart, tho? *tis a ſavage o one; 
Give it me as it is; I ask no more 
For all Pye done, and all J have endur' d: 
For ſaving thee, when I beheld thee firſt, 
= Driv'n by the tide upon my country's coaſt, 
Pale and cxpiring, drench'd in briny waves, 
Thou and thy friend, till my'compaſſion found thee; 
== Compaſſion! ſcarce wilPt own that name, ſo _— 
So quickly was it love; for thou wert god-like 
E'en then, kneeling on earth, I loos'd my hair, 
And with it dry'd thy wat'ry cheeks, then chaf 4 
Thy temples, 'till reviving blood aroſe, 
And, like the morn, vermillion'd o'er thy face. 
O heay'n! how did my heart rejoice and ake, 
When I beheld the day-break of thine eyes, 
And felt the balm of thy reſpiring lips! 
= CO/n. O call not to my mind what you have done; 
IIt ſets a debt of that account before me, | 
Which ſhews me poor, and bankrupt even in hopes. 
Zora. The faithful Selim, and my women know 
The dangers which Þ tempted to conceal you. 
You know how I abus'd the cred”lous king; 
| What arts Tus'd to make you paſs on him, 
When he receiv'd you as the prince of Fez; | 
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46 THE MOURNING BRIDE. 
And as my kinſman, honour'd and advanc'd "pre SHA 
O, why do I relate what I have done? : 94 
What did I not? was't not for you this war | 
Commenc'd? not knowing who you were, nor why” 

You hated Manuel, I urg'd my husband | : 
To this invaſion; where he late was loſt, = 
Where all is loſt, and I am made a ſlave. 

Look on me now, from empire fall'n to ſlavery ; 
Think on my ſuff*rings firſt, then look on me; 


bY 


Think on the cauſe of all, then view thyſelf : 


Reflect on Oſmyn, and then look on Zara, 
The fall'n, the loſt, and now the captive Zara, 
And now abandon'd,—ſay, what then is Oſmyn? 
Oſm. A fatal wretch -a huge ſtupendous ruin, 
That tumbling on its prop, cruſh'd all beneath, 
And bore contiguous palaces to earth. 
Zara. Yet thus, thus fall'n, thus levell'd with the vileſt, 
If I have gain'd thy love, ?tis glorious ruin; 
Ruin! 'tis ſtill to reign, and to be more 
A queen; for what are riches, empire, pow'r, 
But larger means to gratify the will? 
The ſteps on which we tread, to riſe, and reach 
Our wiſh; and that obtain'd, down with the ſcaffolding 
Of ſcepters, crowns, and thrones; they have ſery'd their 
| and, > | 
And are, like lumbar, to be left and ſcorn'd. 
Oſm. Why was I made the inſtrument, to throw 
In bonds the frame of this exalted mind ? 
Zara. We may be free; the conqueror is mine; 
In chains unſeen I hold him: by the heart, 
And can unwind or ſtrain him as I pleaſe. 
Give me thy love, I'll give thee liberty. 
Oſm. In vain you offer, and in vain require 


What neither can beſtow. Set free yourſelf, 
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197 7 And leave a ſlave the wretch that would be ſo. 


ding 


d their 


Zara. Thou canſt not mean ſo n as thou talen. 
Oſm. Alas, you know me not. | 
Zara. Not who thou art: 

But what, this laſt ingratitude declares, . | 


1 | This groveling baſe neſs thou ſay'ſt true, 1 know 


Thee not, for what thou art yet wants a name: 
By ſomething ſo unworthy, and ſo vile, 


That to have lov'd thee makes me yet more loſt, 
Than all the malice of my other fate. 
Traitor, monſter, cold and perfidious ſlave ; 

. A ſlave, not daring to be free! nor dares 


To love above him, for 'tis dangerous : 


: 'Tis that, I know; for thou doſt look, with eyes 
=E Sparkling deſire, and trembling to poſſeſs. 

vile 3 I know my charms have reach'd thy very ſoul, | 

WE Doſt fear ſo much, thou darſt not wiſh. The king! 

There, there's the dreadful ſound, thy king's the rival! 


And thrill'd thee through with darted fires; but toon 
Sel. Madam, the king is here, ood entripg now. 
Zara. As I could wiſh; by heay'n I'Il be reveng'd. 

SCENE KX. 


ZARA, OSMYN, SELIM, the KiNG, PEREz, and attendants. , 5 


King. HY does the faireſt of her kind withdraw 


Her ſhining from the day, to gild this ſcene 
Of death and night? ha! what diſorder's this? - | / 
Somewhat I heard of king and rival mention'd. 


= What's he that dares be rival to the king? 
Or lift his eyes to like, where I adore? | 


Zara. There, he; your priſoner, and that was my ſlave. 
Ki ing. How? better than my hopes? does ſhe accuſe him? 
[ Aſide, 
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36 THE MOURNING BRIDE. 
Zara. Am I become ſo low by my captivity, 
And do your arms ſo leſſen what they conquer, 
That Zara muſt be made the ſport of flaves? 
And ſhall the wretch, whom yeſter ſan beheld 
Waiting my nod, the creature of my pow'r, 
Preſume to-day to plead audacious love, 
And build bold hopes on my dejected fate? 
King. Better for him to tempt the rage of 1 
And wrench the bolt red-hiſſing from the hand 
Of him that thunders, than but think that infolente. | 
*Tis daring for a god. Hence, to the wheel TOTS | 
With that Ixion, who afpires to hold 
Divinity embrac'd, to whips and priſons 
Drag him with ſpeed, and rid me of his face. 
1 [Guards ſeize 22 
Zara. Compaſſion led me to bemoan his ſtate, "| 
Whoſe former faith had merited much more: 
And through my hopes in you, I undertook | 
He ſhould be ſet at large; thenee fprang his inſolence, 
And what was charity, he conſtru'd love. | 
King. Enough ; his puniſhment be what you pleaſe. 
But let me lead you from this place of ſorrow, 
To one, where young delights attend; and joys 
Yet new, unborn, and blooming i in the bud, 
Which wait to be full-blown at your approach, 
And ſpread, like roſes, to the morning ſun: 
Where ev'ry hour ſhall roll in circling joys, 
And love ſhall wing the tedious-waſting day. 
Life without love is load; and time ſtands ſtill: 
What we refuſe to him, to death we give; 
And then, then only, when we love, we live. 


The end of the ſecond act. 


e dene 
N ww 1 


nec, 


leaſe. 


5 
25 ; 
. ON. 
1 
„ N 
8 
1 
99 
EE, 
_ 
os 
>. 
BO 
„ 
q 3 
LR 
1 4} 


THE HovkNnING BRIDE. 


= ACT mT. SCENE. 1 


A Px150x., 


OSMYN alone with a paper. 5 
UT now, and I was clos'd within the tomb 


EWhere he was pris'ner I am too impriſon'd. 
b Sure 'tis the hand of heav'n that leads me thus, 


his paper, what it is this light will ſhow. 


7 my Alphonſo live, reſtore him, heav'n ; 

Give me more weight, cruſh my declining years + 
Vith bolts, with chains, impriſonment and want; 
L. But bleſs my ſon, viſit not him for me. | 
t is his hand; this was his pray'r yet more: 


Tears from my hoary and devoted head, 
Be doubled in thy mercies to my ſou : 

Vo for myſelf, but him, hear me, all gracious 
is wanting what ſhould follow —heav'n ſhou'd follow, 
Hut *tis torn off —why ſhon'd that word alone 
ge torn from his petition? *T'was to heav'in, 
nut heav'n was deaf, heav*n heard him not; but thus, 


EET bus as the name of heav'n from this is torn, 


so did it tear the ears of mercy from 
His voice, ſhutting the gates of pray'r e him. 
If piety be thus debarr'd acceſs 

Jon high, and of good men the very beſt 

$ ſingled out to bleed, and bear the ſcourge, 
hat is reward? or what is puniſhment? 


C4 


D That holds my father's aſhes; and bur wy ; 3848 


| And for ſome purpoſe points out theſe remembrances. 
6 1 = a dark corner of my cell I found 


Ha! Reading. 


t ev'ry hair, which ſorrow by the roots  _ [ Reading. . 


40 THE MOURNING BRIDE. 
"But who ſhall dare to tax eternal juſtice! 

Yet I may think -I may, I muſt ; for thought 
Precedes the will to think, and error lives 

Ere reaſon can be born. Reaſon, the power 

To gueſs at right and wrong, the twinkling lamp 
Of wandring life, that winks and wakes by turns, 
Fooling the follower, betwixt ſhade and ſhining. 2 
What noiſe! who's there? my friend! haw cam'ſt thou 

hither? | 


nt 


EE CES A Lg IS rr IO 
— — 


SCENE IL 


Os MANN, Her 1. 


$a hows time's too precious to be ſpent i in telling; 
The captain, influenc'd by Almeria's power, 
Gave order to the guards for my admittance. 

Oſm. How does Almeria? but I know, ſhe is 
As TI am. Tell me, may I hope to ſee her? 

Heli. You may; anon, at midnight, when the king 
Is gone to reſt, and Garcia is retir'd, 

(Who takes the privilege to viſit late, 
Preſuming on a bridegroom's right) ſhe'll come. 

Ofm. She'll come; 'tis what I wiſh, yet what I fear. 
She'll come, but whither, and to whom? O heay'n! 
To a vile priſon, and a captiv'd wretch; 

To one, whom had ſhe never known ſhe had 

Been happy: why, why was that heay*nly creature 
Abandon'd o'er to love what heav'n forſakes ? 
Why does ſhe follow, with unwearicd ſteps, 

One, who has tir'd misfortune with purſuing ? 

One, driv'n about the world like blaſted leaves 
And chaff, the ſport of adverſe winds; ?till late 

At length, impriſon'd in ſome cleft of rock, 

Or carth, it reſts, and rots to ſilent duſt, 
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THE MOURNING BRIDE. 41 
Heli. Have hopes, and hear the voice af hettar late. 55 
Pve learn'd there are diſorders ripe for mutiny !. 28071 23; 
Among the troops, who thought to ſhare the dee 
Which Manuel to his own uſe and avaricee { 
= Converts. This news has reach'd Valentia s ſrontiers; | 
where many of your ſubjects, long opptefd 
1 7 Wich tyranny and grievous impoſitions 
t thou Are riſen in arms, and call. for chiefs "an 1 85 82 
And lead 'em, to regain their rights and libert/7 
XZ 0Ofn. By heav'n thou'ſt rouz'd me from my lethargy, 
EE The ſpirit which was deaf to my own wrong 128 360 
A And the loud cries of my dead father's blood. 
Deaf to reyenge — nay, which refus'd to hear bet ll 


ng; * The piercing ſighs and murmurs of my love 4 


wer, ret unenjoy'd; what not Almeria could 
Revive, or raiſe, my people's voice has waken'd. 
1 O my Antonio, I am all on fire, u 
Ny ſoul is up in arms, ready to canary ASH; 
g And bear amidſt the foe, with conqu'ring troops: 
I hear 'em call to lead em on to liberty, 1 
Lo victory; their ſhouts and clamours — l 21 
My ears, and reach the heav'ns; where is the king ? 
car. Where is Alphonſo ? ha! where? where indeed? 
1! O could tear and burſt the firings of life, 


Jo break theſe chains. Off, off, ye ſtains of mai, 
== Off ſlavery. O curſe! that I alone 

Can beat and flutter in my cage, when I 

Would ſoar, and ſtoop at victory beneath. 

Heli. Our poſture of affairs, and ſcanty time, 

My lord, require you ſhould compoſe yourſelf, 

And think on what we may reduce to practice. 

AL ara, the cauſe of your reſtraint, may be 

The means of liberty reſtor'd. That gain'd, 
¶Occaſion will not fail to point out ways 
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Nightly; hating this tyrant; ſome, who love 
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42 IA Mon vine BRIDE. 

For your eſcape. Mean time, T have thought — 
With ſpeed and fafety, to'convey myſelf 
Where not far off ſome male. contents hold council 


Anſelmo's memory, and will, for certain, 
When they ſhall know you live, aſſiſt your cauſe. 
Oſm. My friend and counſellor; as thou think'ſt fir, 
So do. I will with patience wait my fortune. 
Heli. When Zara comes, abate of your averſion. 
Of. I hate her not, nor can diſſemble love: 
But as I may, Pi do. I have a paper 
Which I would ſhew thee, friend, but that the fight 
Would hold'thee here, and clog thy expedition. 
Within I found it, by my father's hand 
?*Twas writ; a pray'r for me, wherein appears 
Paternal love prevailing o'er his ſorrows ; 
Such ſanRtity, ſuch tenderneſs, fo mix'd 
With grief, as wou'd draw tears from inhumanity. 
Heli. The care of providence ſure left it there, 
To arm your mind with hope. Such piety 
Was never heard in vain: heav'n has in ſtore 
For you, thoſe bleſſings it with-held from him, 
In that aſſurance live; which time, I hope, 
And our next fg will confirm. 
Oſm. Fare wel, 5 
My friend, the mou thou doſt rwe attend thee. 


SCENE III. 


OsMvN alone. 


Ofm. VE been to blame, and queſtion'd with impiety | l 

The care of heav'n. Not fo my father bore 3 | 
More anxious grief. This ſhou'd have better taught m met 
This leſſon, in ſome hour of inſpiration, | \ 


THE MOURNING'BRIDE: * 
1 ſet down; when his pure thoughts WE dor 
Eke fumes of ſacred incenſe, o'er the clouds, # 


3 1 And waſted thence, on angels wings, thro? ways 
| flight to the bright ſource of all. For there 
e in the book of preſcience ſaw this day; 
Ind waking to the world and mortal _ 
t ſit, 3 Weſt this example of his reſignation, 
3 his his laſt legacy tio me, which, 1 
p I treaſure, as, more worth than diadems, 
3 all extended rule of _ et 5 ; | 
ght 8 . 5 NE IV. 3 7 
oOerx, Zara 7 OY 5 5 4 
2 Wo bri ghtneſs breaks 3 Nindes; 
And pranles a Gy to this dark a 1 
it my love? 
7. Zum. O that by heate had eile. ume. veil. 
| hy tongue that ſaying; 
Wa Zara! I am comm N 
y my ſurprize. 
8 Zara, What, does my face Aiſpleaſe cer: 
That having ſeen it, thou doſt turn thy eyes 
way, as from deformity and horror, 
If fo, this fable curtain hall again 
* Pe drawn, and I will ſtand before thee ſeeing, 
J And unſeen. Is it my love? ask again 
bat queſtion, ſpeak again in that ſoft voice, 
And look again with wiſhes in thy eyes. 
Pro, thou can'ſt not, for thou ſeeſt me now, 
mpiety s ſhe, whoſe ſavage breaſt has been the cauſe 
bore Pf theſe thy wrongs; as ſhe, whoſe barbarous rage 
ght met las loaden thee with chains and galling irons: 


Vell doſt thou ſcorn me, and upbraid my falſeneſs; 
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44 THE MOURNING BRIDE. 


- Granting you had, from you J have deſerv'd it. 


Could one who lov'd, thus torture whom ſhe lovdꝰ 
No, no, it muſt be hatred, dire revenge 

And deteſtation, that cou'd-uſe thee thus. 

So thou doſt think; then do but tell me ſo 3 
Tell me, and thou ſhalt fee how I'll revenge 
Thee on this falſe one, how I'll ſtab and tear 
This heart of flint *till it ſhall bleed; and thou 
Shalt weep for mine, forgetting thy own miſeries. 
- Oſm. You wrong me, beauteous Zara, to believe 
T bear my fortunes with ſo low a mind, 

As ſtill to meditate revenge on all 

Whom chance, or fate working by ſecret cauſes, 
Has made perforce ſubſervient to that end 

The heav'nly pow'rs allot me; no, not you, 

But deſtiny and inauſpicious flars — 

Have caſt me down to this low being: or, 
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Zara. Canſt thou forgive me then? wilt thou believ 
So kindly of my fault, to call it madneſs? 
O, give that madneſs yet a milder name, 
And call it paſſion; then, be ſtill more kind, 
And call that paſſion love. | 

Oſm, Give it a name, 
Or being as you pleaſe, ſuch I will think it, 3 

Zara. O thou doſt wound me more with this thy goodneh I 
Than eier thou cou'dſt with bittereſt reproaches ; | 
Thy anger cou'd not pierce thus to my heart. 

Oſm. Yet I cou'd wiſh —— 

Zara. Haſte me to know it, what? 

Oſm. That at this time I had not been this thing. 

Zara. What thing ? 


Oſm. This ſlave. | : 4 1 
Zara. O heav'n! my fears interpret ; - | 


This thy filence; ſomewhat of high concerh, 
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ong faſhioning within thy labouring mind, 0 
nd now juſt Tipe for birth, my rage has ruin'd. 
ave I done this? tell me, am I ſo curs'd! ? 
== 0. Time may have ſtill one fated hour to come, 
nich wing'd with —_— might overtake 
WD ccaſion paſt. 
= Zara. Swift as occaſion, I 
I1y ſelf will flie; and earlier than the'morn 
Fake thee to freedom. Now ?tis late; and yet 
me news few minutes paſt arriv'd, which ſeem'd 
I ro ſhake the temper of the king who knows 
# Vhat racking cares diſeaſe a monarch's bed? 
| Y dr love, that late at night till lights his lamp, 
Ind ſtrikes his rays thro? dusk, and folded lids, 
Forbidding reſt, may ſtretch his eyes awake, 
Ind force their balls abroad at this dead hour. 

u ty. 

X 0/n. I have not merited this grace; 
believe 


S. 


For, ſhou'd my ſecret purpoſe take effect, 
Fan I repay, as you require, ſuch benefits, 
= Zara. Thou canſt not owe me more, nor have I more 
Jo give, than Ive already loſt, But now, . 
; > does the form of our engagements reſt, 
| 2 hou haſt the wrong, ?till I redeem thee hence : - 
. hat done, I leave thy Juſtice to return 
goa fy love. Adieu. 
ö 


SCENE v. 
OsMYN alone. 

8. HIS woman has a ſoul 

: Of godlike mould, intrepid and commanding, 

: nd challenges, in ſpight of me, my beſt 

Iſteem; to this ſhe's fair, few more can boaſt 
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THE MOURNING BRIDE. 
Of perſonal charms, or with leſs vanity 
Might hope to captiyate the hearts of kings 
But ſhe has paſſions which out · ſtrip the wind, 
And tear ber vixtues up, as tempeſts root 
The ſea. I fear when ſhe ſhall know the truth, 
Some ſwift and dire event of her blind rage 
Will make all fatal. But behold, ſhe comes 
For whom I fear, to ſhięld me from my fears. 
The cauſe and comfort pf my boding heart. 


s c EN E VI. 
ALMERIA, OSMYN. 


Oſm. M* life, my health, my liberty, my all, 

How ſhall I welcome thee to this ſad place“ 
How ſpeak to thee the words of joy and tranſport ? 
How run into thy arms, with-held by fetters ; 


Or take thee into mine, while Pm thus manacled 


And pinion'd like a thief or murderer ? 

Shall I not hurt or bruiſe thy tender body, 
And ſtain thy boſom with the ruſt of theſe 
Rude irons ? muſt I meet thee thus, Almeria? 

Alm. Thus, thus ; we parted, thus to meet again. | 
Thou told'ſt me thou would'ſt think how we might met 
To part no more Now we will part no more, | 
For theſe thy chains, or death, ſhall join us ever. 

Oſm. Hard means to ratify that word 0 cruelty! 
That ever I ſhould think behalding thee 
A torture yet, ſuch is the bleeding anguiſh 
Of my heart, to ſee thy ſufferings— O heay'n! 
That I cou'd almoſt turn my eyes away, 

Or wiſh thee from my ſight. 

Alm. O ſay not ſo; _ 

FTho' ' tis becauſe thou lov'ſt me. Do not ſay, 


| THE MOURNING BREDE. Is 
n any terms, that thou doſt wiſh me an r 
o, vo, tis better thus, that We together a 
eed on each other's heart, devour our woes 

Vith mutual appetite ; and mingling in ET: 

WO ne cup the common ſtream of both our eyes, 
yrink bitter draughts, with never-flacking thirſt, 

hus better, than for any cauſe to part. 14 

hat doſt thou think? look not ſo tenderly. 

Upon me — ſpeak, and take me in thy arms | 
rhou canſt not! thy poor arms are bound, and five 
n vain with the remorſcleſs chains, which gnaw 

And cat into thy fleſh; FRE * n. 

=ZWith rankling ruſt, 

co Oh! O———. - 

Alm. Give me that ſigh. | 

hy doſt thou heave, and ſtifle in thy wien be, 

hy heart will burſt, thy eyes look red and tart; ; 


4 S$Give thy ſoul way, and tell me thy dark thought.” 
On. For this world's rule, I wou'd not mound thy 
breaſt 4080 
With ſuch a dagger as then ſtuck my dure. | 

Alm. Why? why? to know it, cannot wound me more, 
FOR. han knowing thou haſt felt it. Tell it ne. 
ngbtn Thou giv'ſt me pain with too much tenderneſs! . 
* Oſm. And thy exceſſive love diſtratts my ſenſe! 
ructey! o wou'dſt thou be leſs killing, ſoft or kind, 


WE Gricf cou'd not double thus his darts againſt me. | 
Alm. Thou doſt me wrong, and grief too robs ** "ub 
If there he ſhoot not ev*ry other ſhaft; _ 

Thy ſecond ſelf ſhou'd feel each other wound, FE 

And woe ſhou'd be in equal portions dealt. 

lam thy wife f 


Q/m, O thou haſt ſearch'd too deep: 8 
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There, there I bleed; there pull the cruel cords, | 


That ſtrain my cracking nerves; engines and wheels, 
That piece-meal grind, are beds of down and balm 
To that ſoul-racking thought. 

Alm. Then I am curs'd 
Indeed, if that be ſo; if I'm thy torment 
Kill me, kill me, then, daſh me with thy chains, 


Tread on me: what, am I the boſom-fnake, 


That ſucks thy warm life-blood, and gnaws thy heart ? 
O that thy words had force to break thoſe bonds, 
As they have ſtrength to tear this heart in ſunder; 

So ſhou'dſt thou be at large from all oppreſſion. 


Am I, am I of all thy woes the worſt ? 


Oſm. My all of bliſs, my everlaſting life, 
Soul of my ſoul, and end of all my wiſhes, 
Why doſt thou thus unman me with thy words, 
And melt me down to mingle with thy weepings ? 


Why doſt thou ask? why doſt thou talk thus Adee 


Thy ſorrows have diſturb'd thy peace of mind, 
And thou doſt ſpeak of miſeries impoſſible. 


Alm. Didſt thou not fay, that racks and wheels were 


balm, 


And beds of caſe, to thinking me thy wife ? 


Om. No, no; nor ſhou'd the ſubtleſt pains that hell, 
Or hell- born malice can invent, extort | | 
A wiſh or thought from me, to have thee other. 

But thou wilt know what harrows up my heart: 

Thou art my wife—nay, thou art yet my bride! 

The ſacred union of connubial love 

Yet unaccompliſh'd; his myſterious rites 

Delay'd ; nor has our hymeneal torch | 

Yet lighted up his laſt moſt grateful ſacrifice ; 


But daſh'd with rain from eyes, and ſwail'd with ſighs, 
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THE MOURNING BRIDE, 49 

Burns dim, and glimmers with expiring light. 
Is this dark cell a temple for that god ? 
Or this vile earth an altar for ſuch off*rings? | 
This den for ſla ves, this dungeon damp'd with woes; 
Is this our marriage-bed! are theſe our joys! 
Is this to call thee mine? O hold my heart: 
To call thee mine? yes; thus, ev'n thus, to call 
| Thee mine, were comfort, joy, extreameſt extaſy, 
But O thou art not mine, not ev'n in miſery ; 
And 'tis deny'd to me to be ſo bleſs'd, 
As to be wretched with thee, 
| Alm. No; not that 

The extreameſt malice of our fate can hinder : 
hat ſtill is left us, and on that we'll feed, 
As on the leavings of calamity. 
There we will feaſt, and ſmile on paſt diſtreſs, 
And hug, in ſcorn of it, our mutual ruin. 
| Oſm. O thou doſt talk, my love, as one reſolv'd, 
| Becauſe not knowing danger. But look forward; 
| Think on to-morrow, when thou ſhalt be torn 
From theſe weak, ſtruggling, unextended arms ; 
Think how my heart will heave, and eyes will ſtrain, 
To graſp and reach what is deny'd my hands: 
Think how the blood will ſtart, and tears will guſh 
| To follow thee, my ſeparating ſoul. 
Think how J am, when thou ſhalt wed with Garcia! 
| Then will I ſmear theſe walls with blood, disfigure 
And daſh my face, and rive my clotted hair, 
Break on the flinty floor my throbbing breaſt, 

And grovel with gaſh'd hands to ſcratch a grave, 
Stripping my nails, to tear this pavement up, 
And bury me alive. 

Alm, Heart-breaking horror ! 

©/m, Then Garcia ſhall lye panting on thy boſom, 


D 


FO, THE MOURNING BRIDE. 
Luxurious, revelling amidſt thy charms; | 
And thou perforce mult yield, and aid his tranſport. 
Hell! hell! have I not cauſe to rage and rave ? ; 
What are all racks, and wheels, and whips to this? 
Are they not ſoothing ſoftneſs, ſinking eaſe, 
And wafting air to this? O my Almeria, 
What do the damn'd endure, but to deſpair, 
But knowing heav'n, to know it loſt for ever? 

Alm. O, T am ſtruck; thy words are bolts of ice, 
Which, ſhot into my breaſt, now melt and chill me. 
I chatter, ſhake, and faint with thrilling fears. 
No, hold me not O, let us not ſupport, 
But ſink each other, deeper yet, down, down, 
Where levell'd low, no more we'll lift our eyes, 
But prone, and dumb, rot the firm face of earth 
With rivers of inceſlant ſcalding rain. 


SCENE VII. 


ZaRA, PEREz, SELIM, OSMYN, ALMERIA. 
Zara. ee kee of weight to me requires his freedom. 
Dare you diſpute the king's command? behold 
The royal ſignet. 
Per. I obey; yet beg 
Your majeſty one moment to defer + 
Your entring, *till the princeſs is return d 
From viſiting the noble priſoner. 
Zara. Ha! 
What ſay'ſt thou? 
: Oſm. We are loſt! undone ! diſcover'd! 
Retire, my life, with ſpeed—- Alas, we're ſeen : 
Speak of compaſſion, let her hear you ſpeak 
Of interceding for me with the king ; 
Say ſomewhat quickly to conceal our loves, 
If ——— 


NN 
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Ain. I cannot * 
Ofm. Let me = 


Conduct you forth, as not perceiving her, 
But till ſhe's gone; then bleſs me thus again, 


Zara. Trembling and weeping as he leads her forth! 


F Confuſion in his face, and grief in hers! 


'Tis plain, I've been abus'd—-death and deſtruion! 
How ſhall I ſearch into this myſtery ? 


The blueſt blaſt of peſtilential air 
strike, damp, deaden her charms, and kill his eyes; 
EZ Perdition catch em both, and ruin part em. 


Oſm. This charity to one unknown, and thus 
[Aloud to Almeria as ſhe goes out. 


5 Diſtreſs'd, heav'n will repay; all thanks are poor. 


SCENE VIII. 
Z ARA, SELIM, O$SMYN. - 


Zara. TY Amn'd, damn'd diſſembler! yet I will be calm, 


Choak in my rage, and know the utmoſt depth 


of this deceiver-—You ſeem much ſ. urpriz'd. 


Oſm. At your return ſo ſoon and unexpected! 
Zara. And ſo unwiſh'd, unwanted too it ſeems. 


4 Confuſion! yet I will contain myſelf. 
@ You're grown a favourite ſince laſt we parted ; 
Perhaps I'm ſawcy and intruding—— 


n. ——— Madam! 
Zara. T did not know the princeſs fayourite ; 


| Your pardon, fir—miſtake me not; you think 
I'm angry; you're deceiv'd. I came to ſet 

| You free: but ſhall return much better pleas'd, 
| To find you have an intereſt ſuperior. 


O/m. You do not come to mock my miſeries? 
Zara. I do. 


Oſn. J could at this time ſpare your mirth. 
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Zara. I know thou coud'ſt, but I'm not often pleas'd, 

And will indulge it now. What miſcries ? 

Who wou'd not be thus happily confin'd, 

To be the care of weeping majeſty ? 

To have contending queens, at dead of night 

Forſake their down, to wake with watry eyes, 

And watch like tapers o'er your hours of reſt, 

O curſe! I cannot hold. 
Oſm. Come, 'tis too much. 
Zara. Villain! 

Oſm. How, madam ! 

Zara. Thou ſhalt die. 
On. I thank you. : 
Zara. Thou ly'ſt; for now I know for whom thoud'ſt live, 
Oſm. Then you may know for whom I'd die. + 
Zara. Hell! hell! 

Yet I'll be calm—Dark and apknown betrayer! 

But now the dawn begins, and the flow hand 

Of fate is ſtretch'd to draw the veil, and leave 

'Thee bare, the naked mark of public view. 

Oſm. You may be ſtill deceiv'd, *tis in my pow?r, . 
Zara. Who waits there? as you'll anſwer it, look, this 
ſlave | [Fo the guard, 

Attempt no means to make himſelf away; 

I've been deceiv'd. The publick ſafety now, 

Requires he ſhou'd be mere confin'd, and none, 

No, not the princeſs ſuffer'd or to ſee, 

Or ſpeak with him. I'll quit you to the king. 

Vile and ingrate ! too late thou ſhalt repent 

The baſe injuſtice thou haſt done my love: 

Yes, thou ſhalt know, ſpite of thy paſt diſtreſs, 

And all thoſe ills which thou ſo long haſt mourn'd ; 


Heav'n has no rage, like love to hatred turn'd, 


Nor hell a fury, like a woman ſcorn'd, 
End of ibe third act. 


sd, 


live. 
Is ſince arriv'd, of more revolted troops. 
= ”Tis certain Heli too is fled, and with him 

= (Which breeds amazement and diſtraction) ſome 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 


A ROOM OF STATE. 


Z ARA, SELIM. 


Z AR A. 


HOU haſt already rack'd me with thy ſtay; 
Therefore require me not to ask thee twice: 
Reply at once to all. What is concluded? 
Selim. Your accuſation highly has incens'd 
The king, and were alone enough to urge 
The fate of Oſmyn ; but to that, freſh news , 


Who bore high offices of weight and truſt, 

Both in the ſtate and army. This confirms 
The king, in full belief of all you told him, 
Concerning Oſmyn, and his correſpondence 


5 With them who firſt began the mutiny. 
= Wherefore a warrant for his death is ſign'd ; 
And order given for public execution. 


Zara. Ha! haſte thee ! fly, prevent his fate and mine; 
Find out the king, tell him I have of weight 
More than his crown t' impart e'er Oſmyn die. 

Selim. It needs not, for the king will ſtrait be here, 
And as to your revenge, not his own int'reſt, 
Pretend to ſacrifice the life of Oſmyn. - 

Zara. What ſhall I ſay ? invent, contrive, adviſe 
Somewhat to blind the king, and fave his life 
In whom I live. Spite of my rage and pride, 

I am a woman, and a lover till. 
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O! tis more grief but to ſuppoſe his death, 
Than ſtill to meet the rigour of his ſcorn. 
From my deſpair my anger had its ſource; 
When he is dead I muſt deſpair for ever. 
For ever! that's deſpair it was diſtruſt 
Before ; diftruſt will ever be in love, 
And anger in diſtruſt, both ſhort-liv'd pains. 
But in deſpair, and ever-during death, 
No term, no bound, but infinite of woe. 
O torment, but to think! what then to bear ? 
Not to be born-—deyiſe the means to ſhun it, * 
Quick; or, by heav'n, this dagger drinks thy blood. 
Selim. My life is yours, nor wiſh I to preſerye it, 
But to ſerve you. I have already thought. 
Zara. Forgive my rage; I know thy love and truth. 
But ſay, what's to be done? or when, or how 
Shall I prevent, or ſtop th? approaching danger? 
Selim. You muſt ſtill ſeem moſt reſolute and fix'd 
On Oſmyn's death; too quick a change of mercy 
Might breed ſufpicion of the cauſe. Adviſe, 
That execution may be done in private. 
Zara. On what pretence ? 
Selim. Your own requeſt's enough. 
However, for a colour, tell him, you 
Have cauſe to fear his guards may be corrupted, 
And ſome of them bonght off to Oſmyn's intereſt, 
Who, at the place of execution, will | 
Attempt to force his way for an eſcape. 
The ſtate of things will count'nance all ſuſpicions. 
Then offer to the king to have him ſtrangled 
In ſecret, by your mutes; and get an order, 
That none but mutes may have admittance to him. 
I can no more, the king is here. Obtain 
This grant —and I'll acquaint you with the reſt. 
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SCENE II. 


King, GoxsALEZ, PEREZ, ZARA, SELIM. 


5 King. B* AR to the dungeon thoſe rebellious ſlaves, 
Th? ignoble curs, that yelp to fill the cry, 

And ſpend their mouths in barking tyranny. 

But for their leaders, Sancho and Ramirez, 
Let 'em be led away to preſent death. 
Perez, ſee it perform'd. | 
- = Gor/. Might I preſume, 
heir execution better were deferr'd, 

ill Oſmyn die. Mean time we may learn more 
ol this conſpiracy. | 

= Xing. Then be it ſo. 
Stay, ſoldier; they ſhall ſuffer with the Moor. 
Are none return'd of thoſe who follow'd Heli? 
=Z COorſ. None, Sir, Some papers have been ſince diſcover'd 
In Roderigo's houſe, who fled with him, 
= Which ſeem to intimate, as if Alphonſo 
Were Mill alive, and arming in Valentia: 
Which wears indeed this colour of a truth, 
They who are fled have that way bent their courſe. 
bf the ſame nature divers notes have been 
& Diſpers'd, t' amuſe the people; whereupon 
Some ready of belief have rais'd this rumour : 
That being ſav'd upon the coaſt of Africk, 

He there diſclos'd himſelf to Albucacim, 
And by a ſecret compact made with him, 
Open'd and urg'd the way to this invaſion; 
While he himſelf, returning to Valentia 
In private, undertook to raiſe this tumult. | 
Zara. Ha! hear'ſt thou that? is Oſmyn then Alphonſo! 
10 heav'n! a thouſand things occur at once [Afide. 
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To my remembrance now, that make it plain. 
O certain death for him, as fure deſpair 

For me, if it be known—if not, what hope 
Have I? yet 'twere the loweſt baſeneſs, now 
To yield him up—no, I will till conceal him, 
And try the force of yet more obligations. 

Gonſ. *Tis not impoſlible. Yet, it may be 

That ſome impoſtor has uſurp'd his name. 
Your beauteous captive Zara can inform, 
If ſuch a one, fo *ſcaping, was receiv'd, 

At any time, in Albucacim's court. 

King. Pardon, fair excellence, this long neglect: 

An unforeſeen, unwelcome hour of buſineſs, 
Has thruſt between us and our while of love; 
But wearing now apace with ebbing ſand, 

Will quickly. waſte, and give again the day. 

Zara. Youre too ſecure: the danger is more imminent 
Than your high courage ſuffers you to ſee ; 
While Oſmyn lives, you are not ſafe, 

King. His doom 
Is paſs'd ; if you revoke it not, he dies. 
Zara. *Tis well. By what IT heard upon your entrance, 
I find I can unfold what yet concerns 
You more. One who did call himſelf Alphonſo 
Was caſt upon my coaſt, as is reported, 
And oft had private conference with the king; 
To what effect I knew not then: but he, 
Alphonſo, ſecretly departed, juſt 
About the time our arms embark'd for Spain. 
What I know more is, that a triple lea gue 
Of ſtri cteſt friendſhip, was profeſt between 
Alphonſo, Heli, and the traitor Oſmyn. 
King. Public report is ratify'd in this. 
Zara. And Oſmyn's death requir'd of ſtrong neceſſity. 


nent 


Ince, 
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King. Give order ſtraight that all the pris' ners die. 
Zara. Forbear a moment; ſomewhat more I have 
Worthy your private ear, and this your miniſter. 
King. Let all, except Gonſalez, leave the room. 


SCENE III. 


KiNG, GONSALEZ, ZARA, SELIM. 


Zara. J Am your captive, and you've us'd me nobly; 
And in return of that, tho? otherwiſe 


Your enemy, I have diſcover'd Oſmyn 


His private practice and conſpiracy 
Againſt your ſtate: and fully to diſcharge | 
Myſelf of what I've undertaken, now 
I think it fit to tell you, that your guards 
Are tainted ; ſome among 'em have reſoly'd 
To reſcue Oſmyn at the place of death. 
King. Is treaſon then ſo near us as our guards! 
Zara. Moſt certain; tho? my knowledge is not ve 
So ripe, to point at the particular men. 
King. What's to be done? | 
Zara. That too I will adviſe. 
I have remaining in my train ſome mutes, 
A preſent once from the Sultana queen, 
In the Grand Signior's court. Theſe, from their infancy; 
Are practic'd in the trade of death; and ſhall | 
(As there the cuſtom is) in private ſtrangle 
Oſmyn. | 
 Gonf. My lord, the queen adviſes well. 
King. What off*ring, or what recompence remains 
In me, that can be worthy ſo great ſervices? 
To caſt beneath your feet the crown you've ſav'd, 
Tho? on the head that wears it, were too little. 
Zara. Of that hereafter ; but, mean time, tis fit 
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You give ſtrict charge, that none may be admitted 
To ſee the pris*ner, but ſuch mutes as 1 
Shall ſend. 

King. Who waits there? 


20 


SCENE IV. 


KinNG, GoNSALEz, ZARA, SELIM, PEREz., 
N your life take heed, 


That only Zara's mutes, or ſuch who n 


Her warrant, have admittance to the Moor. 
Zara. They and no other, not the princeſs ſelf. 
Per. Your majeſty ſhall be nan ng 
* Retire. 


Gonf. "XL 


SCENE V. 


KinG, GONSALEZ, ZARA, SEL If. 


Hat interdiction ſo particular, 
Pronounc'd with vehemence againſt the prin- 
2 


Shou'd have more meaning than appears barefac'd, 
The king is blinded by his love, and heeds 
It not. Your majeſty ſure might have ſpar'd 
That laſt reſtraint; you hardly can ſuſpect 
The princeſs is confed'rate with the Moor. 
Zara. I've heard, her charity did once extend 
So far, to viſit him, at his requeſt. 
Gonſ. Ha! 
King. How ? ſhe viſit Oſmyn! what, my daughter ? 
Sel. Madam, take heed; or you have ruin'd all. [4/ide. 
Zara. And after did ſolicit you on his 


Behalf. | 
King. Never, You have been miſinform'd. 


4 
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Zara. Indeed? then *twas a whiſper ſpread by ſome, 
Who wiſh'd it ſo; a common art in courts, 


I will-retire, and inſtantly prepare 
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Inſtruction for my miniſters of death. 


SCENE VI. 


KING, GoNs AL EZ. 


| Gonſ. 1 ſome what yet of myſtery in this; 


Her words and actions are obſcure and double, 


sometimes concur, and ſometimes diſagree; 
l like it not. 


| King. What doſt thou think, Gonſalez ? 


Are we not much indebted to this fair one? 


Gonſ. T am a little flow of credit, ſir, 
In the ſincerity of womens actions. 
Methinks this lady's hatred to the Moof 
Diſquiets her too much ; which makes it ſeem 


As if ſhe'd rather that ſhe did not hate him. 
l wiſh her mutes are meant to be employ'd 


As ſhe pretends I doubt it now - your guards 


Corrupted; how? by whom? who told her ſo? 


I' th' evening Oſmyn was to die; at midnight 
She begg'd the royal ſignet to releaſe him; 
P th* morning he muſt die again; ere noon 
Her mutes alone muſt ſtrangle him, or he'll 
Eſcape. This put together ſuits not well. 
King. Yet, that there's truth in what ſhe has diſcover'd, 
Is manifeſt from every circumſtance, 
This tumult, and the lords who fled with Heli, 
Are confirmation that Alphonſo lives, 


Agrees expreſly too with her report. 


Gonſ. 1 grant it, ſir; and doubt not but in rage 


= Of jealouſy, ſhe has diſcoyer'd what 
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She now repents. It may be I'm deceiv'd. 
But why that needleſs caution of the princeſs? 
What if ſhe had ſeen Oſmyn ? tho? *twere ſtrange, 
But if ſhe had, what was't to her ? unleſs 
She fear'd her ſtronger charms might cauſe the Moor's 
Affection to revolt. 
King. I thank thee, friend. 
There's reaſon in thy doubt, and I am warn'd. 
But think'ſ thou that my daughter ſaw this Moor? 
. Gonſ. If Oſmyn be, as Zara has related, 
Alphonſo's friend; tis not impoſſible, 
But ſhe might wiſh on his account to ſee him. 1 
King. Say*ſt thou? by heaven thou haſt rous'd a thought, 
That like a ſudden earthquake ſhakes my frame ;. =; 
Confuſion! then my daughter's an accomplice: 
And plots in private with this helliſh Moor. 
Gonſ. That were too hard a thought 
comes. | 
*'T were not amiſs to queſtion her a little, 
And try howe'er, if I've divin'd aright. 
If what I fear be true, ſhe'll be concern'd 
For Oſmyn's death, as he's Alphonſo's friend. 
Urge that, to try if ſhe'lI ſollicit for him. 
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K1NG, GoxsALEZz, ALMERIA, LEONORA. 


King. No coming has prevented me, Almeria; 
| I had determin'd to have ſent for you. = 

Let your attendant be diſmiſs'd; I have [ Leonora retires, 

To talk with you. Come near, why doſt thou ſhake ? 

What mean thoſe ſwol'n and red-fleck'd eyes, that look 

As they had wept in blood, and worn the night 

In waking anguiſh ? why this, on the day 


or's 


ee ſhe 
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| $ Which was deſign'd to celebrate thy nuptials : 


But that the beams of light are to be ſtain'd 


With reeking gore, from traitors on the rack ? 
| Wherefore I have deferr'd the marriage-rites, 
Nor ſhall the guilty horrors of my oe 


Prophane that jubilee. 
Alm. All days to me 


| Henceforth are equal; this the day of death, 


To-morrow, and the next, and each that follows, 


Will undiſtinguiſh'd roll, and but prolong 
: One hated line of more extended woe. 


King. Whence is thy grief? give me to know the cauſe, 
And look thou anſwer me with truth; for know, 


I am not unacquainted with thy fal ſhood. 
ik | why art thou mute? baſe and degen'rate maid! 


Gonſ. Dear madam, ſpeak, or you'll incenſe the king. 
Alm. What is't to ſpeak? or wherefore ſhould I ſpeak ? 


BF What mean theſe tears, but grief unutterable ? 


King. They are the dumb confeſſions of thy guilty mind; 


9 They mean thy guilt; and ſay thou wert confed'rate 
With damn'd conſpirators to take my life. 


O impious parricide! now canſt thou ſpeak *? 5 
Alm. O earth, behold, I kneel upon thy boſom, 


R And bend my flowing eyes, to ſtream upon 
Thy face, imploring thee that thou wilt yield; 
= Open thy bowels of compaſſion, take 


have no parent elſe 
And ſtep between me and the curſe of him, 


ixes. 


Into thy womb the laſt and moſt forlorn 
Of all thy race. Hear me, thou common parent; 
be thou a mother, 


Who was——who was, but is no more a father, 


But brands my innocence with horrid crimes ; - 


And for the tender names of child and daughter, 
Now calls me murderer and parricide. 
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King. Riſe, I command thee riſe—and if thou wou dſt 
Acquit thyſelf of thoſe deteſted names, 
Swear thou haſt never ſeen that foreign dog, 
Now doom'd to die, that moſt accurſed Oſmyn. 
Alm. Never, but as with innocence I might, 
And free of all bad purpoſes. So heav'n's 
My witneſs. 
King. Vile equivocating wretch ! 
With innocence? O patience! hear ſhe owns it! 
Confeſſes jt! by heav'n I'll have him rack'd, 
Torn, mangl'd, flay'd, impal'd—-all pains and tortures 
That wit of man and dire revenge can think, 
Shall he, accumulated, under-bear. 
Alm. Oh, I'm loſt, —there fate begins to — 
King. Hear me, then, if thou can'ſt, reply; know, traitreſs, 
I'm not to learn that curs'd Alphonſo lives; 
Nor am I ignorant what Oſmyn is. 
Alm. Then all is ended, and we both muſt die, 
Since thou'rt reveal'd, alone thou ſhalt not die. 
And yet alone wou'd I have dy'd, heav'n knows, 
Repeated deaths, rather than have reveal'd thee, 
Yes, all my father's wounding wrath, tho” each 
Reproach cuts deeper than the keeneſt ſword, 
And cleaves my heart ; I wou'd have born it all, 
Nay, all the pains that are prepar'd for thee : 
To the remorſeleſs rack I wou'd have giv'n 
This weak and tender fleſh, to have been bruis'd 
And torn, rather than have reveal'd thy being. 
King. Hell, hell! do I hear this, and yet endure! 
What, dar'ſt thou to my face avow thy guilt ? 
Hence, ere I curſe fly my juſt rage with ſpeed; 
Left I forget us both, and ſpurn thee from me. 
Alm. And yet a father! think I am your child: 
Turn not your eyes away look on me kyeeling; 
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u'dſt Now curſe me if you can, now ſpurn me off. 
Did ever father curſe his kneeling child ! 

Never: for always bleſſings crown that poſture, 
Nature inclines, and half-way meets that duty, 
stooping to raiſe from earth the filial reverence ; 

For bended knees returning folding arms, 
With pray'rs, and bleſſings, and paternal love, 
oO hear me then, thus crawling on the earth—— _ 
King. Be thou advis'd, and let me go, while yet 
I The light impreſſion thou haſt made, remains. 
res Alm. No, never will I riſe, nor looſe this hold, 
rrill you are mov'd, and grant that he may live. 

EKing. Ha! who may live? take heed, no more of that; 
For on my ſoul he dies, tho? thou, and I, 
And all ſhou'd follow to partake his doom. 
= Away, off, let me g0.——call her attendants, 
; Leonora and women veturite 
= Ahn. Draz g me, harrow the earth with my bare boſom, 
Ill not let go till you have ſpar'd my husband. 
King. Ha! what ſay'ſt thou? husband! husband! dam- 
5 nation! 
What husband? which? who ? 
Aim. He, he is my husband. 
King. Poiſon and S Who? 
Alm. O — [Faints, 
Gonſ. Help, . her. 5 
Alm. Let me go, let me fall, fink deep— III dig, 
I'll dig a grave, and tear up death; I will; 
I'll ſcrape 'till I collect his rotten bones, 
And clothe their nakedneſs with my own fleſh ; 
W Yes, I will ſtrip off life, and we will change : 
& I will be death; then tho” you kill my husband 

He ſhall be mine, ſtill and for ever mine. 
King. What husband? who? whom doſt thou mean? 
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Gonſ. She raves! 
Alm. O that I did. olnyn, b he is my husband. 
King. Oſmyn? | 


Alm. Not Oſmyn, but Alphonſo is my dear 
And wedded husband —heav'n, and air, and ſeas, 
Ye winds and waves, I call ye all to witneſs. 

King. Wilder than winds or waves thyſelf doſt rave. 
Shou'd I hear more, I too ſhou'd catch thy madneſs. 
Yet ſomewhat ſhe muſt mean of dire import, 

Which T'11 not hear, *till I am more at peace. 
Watch her returning ſenſe, and bring me word : 
And look that ſhe attempt not on her life, 
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SCENE VIII. 
4 
ALMERIA, GONSALEZ, LEONORA, attendants. 


An. O Stay, yet ſtay ; hear me, I am not mad. 
I wou'd to heav'n I were—he's . 

Gon. Have comfort. 

Alm. Curs'd be that tongue, that bids me be of oom ſon ? 
Curs'd my own tongue, that cou'd not move his pity ; 
Curs'd theſe weak hands, that could not hold him here ; 
For he is gone to doom Alphonſo's death. | 

Gonſ. Your too exceſſive grief works on your fancy, 
And deludes your ſenſe. Alphonſo, if living, | 
Is far from hence, beyond your father's pow'r. 

Alm., Hence, thou deteſted, ill-tim'd flatterer ; 

Source of my woes: thou and thy race be curs'd ; 
But doubly thou, who couldſt alone have policy 

And fraud, to find the fatal ſecret out, 

And know that Oſmyn was Alphonſo. 

Gonſ. Ha! 

Alm. Why doſt thou ſtart? what doſt thou ſee or hear? 
Was it the doleful bell, tolling for death ? 
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IHE MOURNING BRIDE. 
Or dying groans from my Alphonſo's breaſt ? 
See, ſee, look yonder! where a grizled, pale, 
And ghaſtly head glares by, all ſmear'd with blood, 
Gaſping as it wou'd ſpeak; and after ſee! 

Behold a damp, dead hand has dropp'd a dagger: 
T'll catch it——hark! a voice cries murder! ah! 
My father's voice! hollow it ſounds, and calls 
Me from the tomb—P'll follow it; for there 

I ſhall again behold my dear Alphonſo. 


SCENE IX. 


| GONSAL E 2 alone. 
H E's greatly griev'd; nor am I leſs ſurpris'd. 
Oſmyn Alphonſo! no; ſhe over-rates 

My policy! I neꝰer ſuſpected it: 
Nor now had known it, but from her miſtake. 
Her husband too! ha! where is Garcia then ? 
And where the crown that ſhou'd deſcend on him, 
To grace the line of my poſterity ? 
Hold, let me think - if I ſhou'd tell the king 
Things come to this extremity ? his daughter 


= Wedded already— what if he ſhou'd yield ? 


Knowing no remedy for what is paſt; 


And urg'd by nature pleading for his child, 


With which he ſeems to be already ſhaken. 
And tho? I know he hates beyond the grave 
Anſelmo's race; yet if that if concludes me. 
To doubt, when I may be aſſur'd, is folly. 

But how prevent the captive queen, who means 
To ſet him free? ay, now tis plain; O well 
Invented tale! he was Alphonſo's friend. 
This ſubtle woman will amuſe the king, 

If Idelay—-—'twill door better ſo. 

One to my wiſh, Alonzo, thou art welcome. 
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66 TUE MOURNING BRIDE. 


SCENZ X. 


GONSAL Ez, ALONZO. 


Alon. TE king expetts your lordſhip. 


Gonſ. *Tis no matter. 


I'm not i' the way at preſent, good Alonzo. 


Alon. Tft pleaſe your lordſhip, Fl return, and a Gay 
J have not ſeen you. 
Gonſ. Do, my beſt Alonzo. | 
Yet ſtay, I would but go; anon will ſerve—— 
Yet T have that requires thy ſpeedy help. 
I think thou wouꝰdſt not top to do me ſervice. 
Alon. T am your creature. 
Gonſ. Say thou art my friend. 
I've ſeen thy ſword do noble execution. 
Alon. All that it can your lordſhip ſhall command. 
Gonſ. Thanks; and I take thee at thy word. Thou'ſt feen, 
Among the followers of the captive queen, 
Dumb men, who make their meaning known by ſigns. 
Alan. I have, my lord. 
Gonſ. Cou' dſt thou procure, with ſpeed 
And privacy, the wearing garb of one 
Of thoſe, tho? purchas'd by his death, I'd give 
Thee ſuch reward, as ſhou'd exceed thy wiſh. 

Alon. Conclude it done. Where ſhall I wait your lordſhip? 
Gonſ. At my apartment. Uſe thy utmoſt diligence ; 
And ſay I've not been ſeen haſte, good Alonzo, 

So, this can hardly fail. Alphonſo lain, 

The greateſt obſtacle is then remoy'd. 

Almeria widow'd, yet again may wed ; 

And I yet fix the crown on Garcia's head, 


The end of the fourth act. 


THE MOURNING BRIDE, 67 
ACT v. SCENE I. 


A RooM or STATE. 


KING, PeREz, ALONZO. 


Xing. JTOT to be found? in an ill hour he's abſent. 
None, ſay you, none? what, not the fav'rite 
eunuch? 

Nor he herſelf, nor any of her mutes, 
Have yet requir'd admittance ? 

Per. None, my lord. 

King. Is Oſmyn ſo diſpos'd as T commanded? 

Per. Faſt bound in double chains, and at full length 
He lies ſupine on earth; with as much eaſe 
She might remove the centre of this earth, 
As looſe the rivets of his bonds. 

King. Tis well. 

[A nute appears, and ſeeing the king retires. 
Ha! op and ſeize that mute; Alonzo, follow him. 
Ent'ring he met my eyes, and ſtarted back, 
Frighted, and fumbling one hand in his boſom, 
As to conceal th? importance of his errand. 
| [ Aonzo follows him, and returns with a ber. 

Alon. O bloody proof of obſtinate fidelity! 
King. What doſt thou mean? 

Alon. Soon as I ſeiz'd the man, 
He ſnatch'd from out his boſom this and ſtrove 
With raſh and greedy haſte, at once to cram 
The morſel down his throat. I catch'd his arm, 
And hardly wreneh'd his hand to wring it from him; 
Which done, he drew a poniard from his ſide, 
And on the inſtant plung'd it in his breaſt. 

King. Remove the body thence ere Zara ſee it. 
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68 THE MOURNING BRIDE. 
Alon. T'll be ſo bold to borrow his attire; 
'Twill quit me of my promiſe to Gonſalez. 
SCENE II. 
RING, PERRZ. 
Per. V Hate'er it is, the king's complexion turns. 


King. How's this? my mortal foe beneath my 
roof Having read the letter. 
O, give me patience, all ye powers! no, rather 
Give me new rage, implacable revenge, 
And trebled fury — ha! who! s there? 


Per. My lord. 
King. Hence, ſla ve, how dar'ſt thou bide to watch 
and pr 


Into how poor thing a king deſcends; : 
How like thyſelf, when paſſion treads him down? 
Ha! ſtir not, on thy life: for thou wert fix'd, 
And planted here to ſee me gorge this bait, 
And laſh againſt the hook By heav'n you're all 
Rank traitors; thou art with the reſt combin'd ; 
Thou knew'ſt that Oſmyn was Alphonſo, knew'ſt 
My daughter privately with him conferr'd ; 
And wert the ſpy and pandar to their meeting. 
Per. By all that's holy, I'm amaz'd.— 
King. Thou lyſt. * 
Thou art accomplice too with Zara; here 
Where ſhe ſets down Still will T ſet thee free 
: [ Reading, 
That ſomewhere is repeated T have power 
O'er them that are thy guards-—Mark that, thou traitor, 
Per. It was your majeſty's command, I ſhould 
Obey her order. - 
King, Reading, — And ſtill will I fat 


1 my 
er. 
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n 


When thou haſt ended him, bring me his robe ; 


THE MOURNING BRIDE, 69 
Thee free, Alphonſo—Hell! curs'd, curs'd Al phonſo! 


Falſe and perfidious Zara! ſtrumpet daughter! 


Away, be gone, thou feeble boy, fond love, 
All nature, ſoftneſs, pity and compaſſion, 
This hour I throw ye off, and entertain 
Fell hate, within my breaſt, revenge and gall. 
By heav'n I'Il meet, and counterwork this treachery. 
Hark thee, villain, traitor—anſwer me, ſlave. 
Per. My ſervice has not merited thoſe titles. 
King. Dar'ſt thou reply? take that thy ſervice? thine? 
ü [ Strikes him 
What's thy whole life, thy ſoul, thy all, to my 
One moment's caſe? hear my command; and look 
That thou obey, or horror on thy head. 
Drench me thy dagger in Alphonſo's heart. 
Why doſt thou ftart ? reſolve, or 

Per. Sir, I will. 

King. Tis well—that when ſhe comes to ſet him free, 
His teeth may grin, and mock at her remorſe. [Perez going. 
stay thee--P ve farther thought I'll add to this, 
And give her eyes yet greater diſappointment : 


And let the cell where ſhe'll expect to ſee him 
Be darken'd, ſo as to amuſe the ſight, 
Il be conducted thither mark me well 
There with his turbant, and his robe array'd, 
And laid along as he now lies ſupine, 

J ſhall con vict her to her face of falſhood. 
When for Alphonſo's ſhe ſhall take my hand, 
And breath her ſighs upon my lips for his, 
Sudden 111 ſtart, and daſh her with her guilt. 

But ſee ſhe comes; I'll ſhun th' encounter; thou, 
Follow me, and give heed to my direction. 
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| ZARA, SELIM. 

Zara. HE mute not yet return'd! ha, *twas the king! 

The king that parted hence! frowning he 
went; _ 

His eyes like meteors roll'd, then darted down 

Their red and angry beams; as. if his ſight 

Would, like the raging dog- ſtar, ſcorch the earth, 

And kindle ruin in its courſe. Doſt think 

He ſaw me ? 

Selim. Yes: but then, as if he thought 

His eyes had err'd, he haſtily recall'd 

Th' imperfect look, and ſternly turn'd away. 

Zara. Shun me when ſeen! I fear thou haſt undone me. 

Thy ſhallow artifice begets ſuſpicion, 

And, like a cobweb-veil, but thinly ſhades 

The face of thy deſign ; alone diſguiſing 

What ſhould have ne'er been feen; imperſect miſchicf ! 

Thou like the adder, venomous and deaf, 

Haſt ſtung the traveller ; and, after, hear'ſt 

Not his purſuing voice; ev'n where thou think'ſt 

To hide, the ruflling leaves and bended graſs 

Confeſs, and point the path which thou haſt crept. 

O fate of fools! officious in contriving; 

In executing puzzled, lame- and loſt. 

Selim, Avert it, heav'n, that you ſhould ever ſuffer 

For my defect: or that the means which I 

Devis'd to ſerve ſhould ruin your deſign ! 

Preſcience is heav'n's alone, not giv'n to man. 

If I have fail'd in what, as being man, 

I needs muſt fail; impute not as a crime 
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THE MOURNING BRIDE, of 
My nature's want, but puniſh nature in me: N 
I plead not for a pardon and to live, 
But to be puniſh'd and forgiven. Here, firike; 
I bare my breaſt to meet your juſt revenge. 

Zara. I have not leiſure now to take fo poor 
A forfeit as thy life: ſomewhat of high 
And more important fate requires my thought. 
When T've concluded on myſelf, if I 
Think fit, I'll leave thee my command to die. 
Regard me well ; and dare not to reply 
To what I give in charge; for I'm reſolv'd. 
Give order, that the two remaining mutes 
Attend me inſtantly, with each a bowl 
Of ſuch ingredients mix'd, as will with fpeed 
Benumn the living faculties, and gi ve 
== Moſt eaſy and inevitable death. 
Les, Oſmyn, yes; be Oſmyn or Alphonſo, 
I! give thee freedom, if thou dar'ſt be free: 
Such liberty as I embrace myſelf, 
Thou ſhalt partake. Since fates. no more afford; 
I can but die with thee to keep my word. 


n 


SCENE IV. 
Scene opening ie us the priſon. 
GONSALEZ alone, diſguiſed like a mute, with a dagger. 
Conf. N= centinel, nor guard! the doors unbarr'd ! 
And all as ſtill, as at the noon of night! 


Sure death already has been bufy here. 
There lies my way, that door is too unlock'd. 


[Looks in. 
Ha! ſure he ſleeps —all's dark within, fave what 


E 4 


72 TAE MOURNING BRIDE. 


A lamp, that feebly lifts a ſickly flame, 


By fits reveals bis face ſeems turn'd, to favour 

Th” attempt: I'll ſteal, and do it unperceiv'd. 

What noiſe! ſome body coming? *ſt, Alonzo ? 

No body? ſure he'll wait without I would 

*'T were done — I'll crawl, and ſting him to the heart; 
Then caſt my skin, and leave it there to anſwer it. .. 


[Goes in, 
SCENE V. 
GARCIA, ALONZO. 
Car. HERE? where, Alonzo? where's my father? 


where 
The king? confuſion! all is on the 1 f 
All's loſt, all ruin'd by ſurprize and treachery, 
Where, where is he? why doſt thou thus miſlead me ? 
Alon, My lord, he enter'd but a moment ſince, 
And cou'd not paſs me unperceiv'd—What, hoa ! 
My lord, my lord, what, hoa | my lord Gonſalez!- 


SCENE VI. 


GaRCIa, ALONZO, GONSALEZ bloody. 


Gonſ. 5 choak your clamours——whence this 
rudeneſs ? 
Garcia! 
Gar. Perdition, ſlavery, and death, 
Are entring now our doors. Where is the king? 
What means this blood? and why this face of horror? 
Gonſ. No matter give me firſt to know the cauſe 
Of theſe your raſh and ill-tim'd exclamations. 
Gar. The eaſtern gate is to the ſoe betray'd, 
Who, but for heaps of ſlain that choak the pallage, 


= 6 


her? 


hig 


= How much report has wrong'd your eaſy faith. 
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Had enter'd long &er now, and born down all 
| Before em, to the palace walls. Unleſs 
| The king in perſon animate our men, 


Granada's loſt ; and to confirm this fear, 
The traitor Perez, and the captive Moor, 
Are thro” a poſtern fled, and join the foe. 
Gonſ. Wou'd all were falſe as that; for whom you call 
The Moor, is dead. That Oſmyn was Alphonſo; 


In whoſe heart's blood this ponyard yet is warm. 


Gar. Impoſſible; for Oſmyn was, while flying, 


4 Pronounc'd aloud by Perez for Alphonſo. 


Gonſ. Enter that chamber, and convince your eyes, 


Garcia goes in. 

Alon. My lord, for certain truth Perez is fled ; 

And has declar'd the cauſe of his revolt, 

Was to revenge a blow the king had giv'n him. 

Gar. returning. Ruin and horror! O heart-wounding 
ſight! 

Genſ. What ſays my ſon? what ruin? ha! what horror? 

Gar. Blaſted my eyes, and ſpeechleſs be my tongue, 

Rather than or to ſee, or to relate 

This deed . O dire miſtake! O fatal blow! 

The king 
"Pp ) The king! 
Gar. Dead, welt'ring, drown'd in blood. 

See, ſee, attir'd like Oſmyn, where he lies. 

| [They look in. 

O whence, or how, or wherefore was this done? | 

But what imports the manner, or the cauſe ? 

Nothing remains to do, or to require, | 

Zut that we all ſhould turn our ſwords againſt 
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74 THE MOURNING BRIDE, 
Ourſelves, and expiate with our own his blood. 
Gonſ. O wretch! O curs'd, and raffy, deluded fool? 
On me, on me, turn your avenging fword. 
I, who have ſpilt my royal maſter's blood, 
Shou'd make atonement by a death as horrid ; 
And fall beneath the hand of my own fon. 
Gar. Ha! what? atone this murder with a greater: 
The horror of that thought has damp*d my rage. 
The earth already groans to bear this deed ; 
Oppreſs her not, nor think to ſtain her face 
With more unnatural blood. Murder my father ! 
Better with this to rip up my own bowels, 
And bathe it to the hilt, in far lefs damnable 
Self-murder. 
Gonſ. O my ſon, from the blind dotage 
* Of a father's fondneſs theſe ills arofe; 
For thee I've been ambitious, baſe, and bloody : 
For thee I've plung'd into this fea of fin ; 
Stemming the tide with only one weak hand, 
While t' other bore the crown, (to wreath thy brow) 
Whoſe weight has ſunk me eber I reach'd the ſhoar. 
Gar. Fatal ambition ! hark ! the foe is enter'd : 
The ſhrilneſs of that ſhout ſpeaks em at hand. | 
We have no time to ſearch into the cauſe 
Of this ſurprizing and moſt fatal error. 
What's to be done? the king's death known, will ſtrike 
The few remaining ſoldiers with deſpair, 
And make 'em yield to mercy of the conqueror, 
Alon. My lord,, I've thought how to conceal the body; 
Require me not to tell the means, till done, 
Leſt you farbid what then you may approve, b 
„„ 5 [Goes in. Shot, 


„ 
> 


THE MOURNING BRIDE, 
Gonſ. They ſhout again! whate'er he means to do, 
were fit the ſoldiers were amus'd with hopes; 
nd in the mean time fed with expecta tion 
Jo {ce the king in perſon at their head. 
© Gar. Were it a truth, I fear 'tis now too late. 
But 111 omit no care, nor haſte; and try 
pr to repel their force, or bravely die. 


SCENE vr. 


| GONSALEZ ALONI0. 
. 7 WW haſt thou done, Alonzo? 

= Alon. Such a deed -— 
As but an hour ago I'd not have done, 
Tho! for the crown of univerſal empire. 
But what are Kings redue'd to common elay ? 
or who can wound the dead? Yve from the body 
Kever'd the head, and in an obſcure carner- 
Wilpos'd it, muffled in the mutes attire, 
Leaving to view of them who enter next, 
Alone the undiſtinguiſhable trunk: 
Which may be till miſtaken by the guards 
For Oſmyn, if in ſeeking for the king 
They chance to find it. 
| Gonſ. Tas an aft of horror; 
And of a piece with this day's dire miſteeds. 
But tis no time to ponder or repent. 
{Haſte thee, Alonzo, haſte thee hence with f. peed, 
To aid my ſon. I'II follow with the laſt 
Kkeſerve, to re-inforce his arms: at leaſt, 


I ſhall make good, and neter his retreat: 


7 
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7 
* 


SCENE VIII. a} 


| . 
bony: followed by SEL, and two mutes bearing the bowl 


* and ſolitude are ev'ry where! 

Thro? all the gloomy ways and iron doors 
That hither lead, nor human face nor yoice 

Is ſeen or heard. A dreadful din was wont 

To grate the ſenſe, when enter'd here; from groans Mii: 
And howls of ſlaves condemn'd, from clink of chains, MBu 
And craſh of ruſty bars and creeking hinges : 0 
And ever and anon the ſight was daſh'd 
With frightful faces, and the meagre looks 
Of grim and ghaſtly executioners. 
Let more this ſtillneſs terrifies my ſoul, 
Than did that ſcene of complicated horrors. | Se 
It may be, that the cauſe of this my errand 
And purpoſe, being chang'd from life to death, 
Has alſo wrought this chilling change of temper. 

Or does my heart bode more? what can it more H 
Than death? 
Let em ſet down the bowls, and warn Aloboaſa 


That I am here ſo. You return and find 1 
Mutes going i A 

The king; tell him, what he requir'd, I've done, I 
And wait his coming to approve the deed. N 
I 


ö . 


Z ARA and MUTES. 


| \ 
Zara, WW. have you ſcen ? ha! wherefore ſtare 50 1 
thus, B: 

| [The mutes return, and look effrighted. ! 

With haggard eyes? why are your arms a- croſs? ] 


oo 
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rour heavy and deſponding heads hung down? 
Why is't you more than ſpeak in theſe {ad ſigns? 
ive me more ample knowledge of this mourning. 

[ They go to the ſcene, which opening, ſhe perceives the body, 
a! proſtrate! bloody! headleſs! O— I'm loſt, 


he bowl, 


oors o oſmyn! O Alphonſo! cruel fate! 
ruel, cruel, O more than killing object 
came prepared to die, and ſee thee die 
ans ay, came prepar'd myſelf to give thee death 
zins, ¶ hut cannot bear to find thee thus, my Oſmyn—— 


0 this accurs'd, this baſe, this treach'rous king?! 


* 


SCENE X. 


ZARA, SELIM. 


Selim. 1 ſought in vain, for no where can the king 
Be found | 
Zara, Get thee to hell, and ſeek him there. 

3 a | [Stabs him, 
His helliſh rage had wanted means to act, 
But for thy fatal and pernicious counſel. | 

Selim. You thought it better then but I'm rewarded. 
The mute you ſent, by ſome miſchance was ſeen, _ 
And forc'd to yield your letter with his life: | 
I found the dead and bloody body ſtripp'd 
My tongue faulters, and my voice fails—I ſinx 

Drink not the poiſon-—for Alphonſo is— [Dies. 
{ Zara, As thou art now—And I ſhall quickly be. 
is not that he is dead; for *twas decreed 
We both ſhould die. Nor is't that 1 ſurvive; 
] have a certain remedy for that. 
But Oh, he dy'd unknowing in my heart. 
| He knew I lov'd, but knew not to what height: 

Nor that I meant to fall before his eyes, 


going il, 


re you 


gbiel. 
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A martyr and a victim to my vows : 

Inſenſible of this laſt proof he's gone. 

Yet fate alone can rob his mortal part | 

Of ſenſe : his ſoul ill fees, and knows each purpoſe, 
And fix'd event of my perſiſting faith. 

Then, wherefore do I pauſe? give me the bowl, 


[4 mute kaeels and gives one of the brok 


Hover a moment, yet, thou gentle ſpiric, 
Soul of my love, and I will wait thy flight. 


This to our mutual bleſs when join'd above. {Drinh, 


O friendly draught, already in my heart. 

Cold, cold; my veins are ieicles and froſt. 

I'll creep into his boſom, lay me thete ; 

Cover us cloſe—or I ſhall chill his breaſt, 

And fright him from my arms — See, ſee, he flides 

Still further from me; look, he hides his face, 

I cannot feel it quite beyond my reach. 

O now he's gone, and all is dark Dies. 
[The mutes kneel and mourn over her, 


SCENE XI. 


ALMERIA, LEoONORA, MUTES, Cc. 


Alm. Let me feek him in this horrid cell; 
For in the tomb or priſon, I alone 
Muſt hope to find him. | 
Leo. Heay'ns! what diſtnal ſeene 
Of death is this? the Eunuch Selim flain | 
Am. Shew me, for I am come in ſarch of death; 
But want a guide; for tears have dimn'd my ſight. 
Leo. Alas, a little farther, and behold 
Zara all pale and dead! two frightful men, 
Who ſeem the murderers, kneel weeping by : 
Feeling remorſe too late for what they've done. 


THE MOURNING BRIDE. 79 
zut O forbear lift up your eyes no more; 
But haſte away, fly from this fatal place, 
here miſeries are multiply d; return, 
zeturn and look not on; for there's a dagger 
at, to ſtab the ſight, and make your eyes 
Rain blood —— 
: gente OI foreknow, foreſee that object. 
T5 it at laſt then fo? is he then dead? 
What dead at laſt, quite, quite, for ever dead? 
Drink, There, there I fee him; there he lies, the blood 

Yet bubbling from his wounds O more than ſavage! 

Had they, or hearts, or eyes, that did this deed ? 

Could eyes endure to guide fuch eruel hands? 

Are not my eyes guilty alike with theirs, i 
That thus can gaze, and yet not turn to ſtone? | 
Ado not weep! the ſprings of tears are dry'd ; 

And of a ſudden I am calm, as if | 
All things were well; and yet my husband's murder'd! 
Yes, yes, I know to mourn! I'll ſluce this heart, 

The ſource of woe, and let the torrent looſe. 
—Thoſe men have left to weep! they look on me! 
I hope they murder all on whom they look. 
| Behold me well; your bloody hands have err'd, 
And wrongfully have ſlain thoſe innocents : 
I am the ſacrifice deſign'd to bleed; 
And come prepar'd to yield my throat—they ſhake 
Their heads in ſign of grief and innocence! 
| [ They point at the bowl on the ground, 
; And poiat! what mean they? ha! a cup. O well 
W 1 underſtand what medicine has been here, 
O noble thirſt! yet greedy, to drink all 
——0 for another draught of death—what mean they 7 


{They point at the other cp 
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80 THE MOURNING BRIDE. 
Ha! point again? tis there, and full, T hope. 
Thanks to the liberal hand that fill'd thee thus; 
I'll drink my glad acknowledgment 
Leo. O hold 
For mercy's fake; upon my knee I beg — 
Alm. With thee the kneeling world ſhou'd beg in yain, 


Seeſt thou not there? behold who proſtrate lyes, 


And pleads againſt thee ? who ſhall then prevail ? 
Yet I will take a cold and parting leave, 
From his pale lips; P11 kiſs him &er J drink, 
Leſt the rank juice ſhou'd bliſter on my mouth, 
And ſtain the colour of my laſt adieu. 
Horror! a headleſs trunk! nor lips, nor face, 
[ Coming nearer the body, ſtarts and lets fall the cup. 
But ſpouting veins, and mangled fleſn! O, oh !— 


SCENE the Loft. 


ALMERIA, LEonoRa, AlPHoNnso, HELT, PEREZ, with 
GARCIA priſoner, Guards and Attendants. 


Alph. WAY, ſtand off, where is ſhe? let me fly, 
save her from 3 and ſnatch her to my 
heart. 
Alm, Oh — 
Alph. Forbear ; my arms alone ſhall hold her Ps 


Warm her to life, and wake her into gladneſs, 


O let me talk to thy reviving ſenſe, 

The words of joy and peace; warm thy cold beauties, 
With the new-fluſhing ardour of my cheek ; 

Into thy lips, pour the ſoft trickling balm 

Of cordial ſighs ; and reinſpire thy boſom 

With the breath of love. Shine, awake, Almeria, 
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Give a new birth to thy long-ſhaded eyes, 
Then double on the day reflected light. 
Am. Where am I? heav'n! what does this dream in- 
tend? : | 
Alph. O may'ſt thou never dream of leſs delight, 
Nor ever wake to leſs ſubſtantial joys. | 
Alm. Giv'n me again from death! O all ye pow'rs | 
Confirm this miracle! can I believe | Ti 
My ſight, againſt my ſight ? and ſhall I truſt 11 
That ſenſe, which in one inſtant ſhews him dead | A 
And living? yes, I will; I've been abus'd 
With apparitions, and affrighting fantoms : 
This is my lord, my life, my only husband ; 
I have him now, and we no more will part. | 
My father too ſhall have compaſſion—- 1 
Alph. O my heart's comfort; 'tis not giv'n to this | 
N 


in Vain, 


Frail life, to be entirely bleſs'd. Even now, 
In this extreameſt joy my ſoul can taſte, 

Yet I am daſh'd to think that thou muſt weep ; 

Thy father fell, where he deſign'd my death. | 
Gonſalez and Alonzo, both of wounds | 
Expiring, have with their laſt breath confeſs'd 
The juſt decrees of heav'n, which on themſelves : 
Has turn'd their own moſt bloody purpoſes. ; 
Nay, I muſt grant, 'tis fit you ſhou'd be thus | ; 


| | [ She weeps, 
Let em remove the body from her ſight. | 
Ill-fated Zara! ha! a cup? alas! 

Thy error then is plain ; but I were flint 

Not to o'erflow in tribute to thy memory. 

0 Garcia | | 
Whoſe virtue has renounc'd thy father's crimes, 
deeſt thou, how juſt the hand of heav'n has been? 


es, 


F 
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Let us, who thro” our innocence ſurvive, 
Still in the paths of honour perſevere, 
And not from paſt or preſent ills deſpair : 
For bleſſings ever wait on virtuous deeds ; 
And tho” a late, a ſure reward ſucceeds. | 
| | [Exeunt omnes, 


nes. 


Spoken by Mrs. BRACEGIRDLE. 


T= Tragedy thus done, I am, you know, 
No more a princeſs, but in ſtatu quo: 


And now as unconcern'd this mourning wear, 


As if indeed a widow, or an heir. 

Dye leiſure, now, to mark your ſeveral faces, 
And know each critict by his ſour grimaces. 

To poiſon plays, T ſee ſome where they ſit, 
Scatter®d, like ratsbane, up and down the pit; 
While others watch like pariſ#-ſearchers, hir'd 
To tell of what diſeaſe the play expir d. 

O with what joy they run, to ſpread the news 
Of a damn'd poet, and departed muſe ] 


But if he ſcape, with what regret theyre ſeiz'd ! 


And how they're diſappointed when theyre pleas'd ! 
Criticks to plays for the ſame end reſort, 
That ſurgeons wait on trials in a court; 

For innocence condemn'd they*ve no reſpet? 5 
Provided they*ve a body to diſſett. 

As Suſſex men, that duell upon the ſhoar, 
Look out when ſtorms ariſe, and billows roar, 
Devoutly praying, with uplifted hands, 

That ſome wwell- laden ſhip may ſtrike the ſands ; 
To whoſe rich cargo they may make pretence, 
And fatten on the ſpoils of providence : 


* 


EPILOGUE. 

Ss eriticks throng to ſee a new play ſplit, 
And thrive and proſper on the wrecks of wit. 
Small hope our poet from theſe proſpefts draus; 
Aud therefore to the fair commends bis cauſe. 
Your tender hearts to mercy are inclin'd, P 
With whom, he hopes, this play will favour find, 
Which was an off ring to the ſex defign'd, 
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TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE. 


R A L 1 H 


"Eck OF keg rue &c. 


MY LORD, 


JHETHER the weld will arraign me of va- 
| nity, or not, that I have preſumed to de- 
dicate this Comedy to your Lordſhip, I am yet 
in doubt: tho” it may be it is ſome degree of va- 
nity even to doubt of it. One who has at any 
time had the honour of your Lordſhip's conver- 
ſation, cannot be ſuppoſed to think very meanly 


of that which he would prefer to your peruſal : 


yet it were to incur the imputation of too much 
ſufficiency, to pretend to ſuch a merit as might a- 
bide the teſt of your Lordſkip's cenſure. 

WHATEVER value may be wanting to this 
Play while yet it is mine, will be ſufficiently made 
up to it, when it is once become your Lordſhip's ; © 
and it is my ſecurity, that I cannot have over- 
rated it more by my dedication, than your Lord- 
ſhip will dignify i it by your patronage. 

THAT it ſucceeded on the ſtage, was almoſt be- 
yond my expectation ; for but little of it was pre- 
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iv THE DEDICATION. 


pared for that general taſte which ſeems now to ) be 
predominant in the palats of our audience. 
THosE characters which are meant to be ridi- 
cul'din moſt of our comedies, are of fools ſo graſs, 
that in my humble opinion, they ſhould rather dil. 
turb than divert the well-natur'd and reflecting part 
of an audience; they are rather objects of charity 
than contempt; and inſtead of moving our mirth, 
they ought very often to excite our compaſſioh. 
Tus reflection mov'd me to deſign ſome cha- 
racters, which ſhould appear ridiculous not ſo much 
thro” a natural folly (which is incorrigible, and 
therefore not proper for the ſtage) as thro' an af. 
fected wit; a wit, which at the ſame time that it is 
affected, is alſo falſe. As there is ſome difficulty 
in the formation of a character of this nature, ſo 
there is ſome hazard which attends the progreſs of 
its ſucceſs, upon the ſtage: for many come to a play, 
fo overcharg'd with criticiſm, that they very often 
let fly their cenſure, when thro' their raſhneſs they 
have miſtaken their aim. This I had occafion 
lately to obſerve; for this play had been acted two | 
or three days, before ſome of theſe haſty judges 
could find the leiſure to diſtinguiſh betwixt the cha- 
racter of a WitTwovupanda TRUE WIT. | 
I MUST beg your Lordſhip's pardon for this di- 
greſſion from the true courſe of this epiſtle; but that 
it may not ſeem altogether. impertinent, I beg, that 
I may plead the occaſion of it, in part of that excuſe 
of which I ſtand in need, for recommending this 
Comedy to your protection. It is only by the 


TEE DEDICATION. _ 


qualify'd, that ſuch who write with care and pains 


| can hope to be diſtinguiſh'd :. for the proſtituted 


name of PoE r promiſcuouſlly levels all that bear it. 

TERENCE, the moſt correct writer in the world, 
had a Sc1P10 anda LEL1vs, if not to aſſiſt him, 
at leaſt to ſupport him in his reputation: and not- 


withltanding his extraordinary merit, it may be, 


their countenance was not more than neceſſary. 
TE purity of his ſtile, the delicacy of his turns, 
and the juſtneſs of his characters, were all of them 
beauties, which the greater part of his audience were 
incapable of taſting : ſome of the courſeſt ſtrokes of 
Plautus, ſo ſeverely cenſur'd by Horace, were more 
likely to affect the multitude ; ſuch, who come with 
expectation to laugh at the laſt act of a play, and are 
better entertain'd with two or three unſeaſonable 
jeſts, than with the artful ſolution of the fable. 


As Terence excell'd in his performances, ſo had 


he great advantages to encourage his undertakings; 
for he built moſt on the foundations of Menander: 
his plots were generally modell'd, and his charac- 
ters ready drawn to his hand. He copied Menan- 
der; and Menander had no leſs light in the forma- 
tion of his characters, from the obſervations of 
Theophraſtus, of whom he was a diſciple; and 
Theophraſtus it is known was not only the diſciple, 
but the immediate ſucceſſor of Ariſtotle, the firſt 
and greateſt judge of poetry. Theſe were great 
models to defign by; and the further advantage 


which Terence poſſeſs'd, towards giving his plays 


countenance of your Lordſhip, and the E. { = 
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vi THE DEDICATION. 

the due ornaments of purity of ſtile, and juſtneſ; 
of manners, was not leſs conſiderable, from the 
freedom of converſation, which was permitted him 
with Lelius and Scipio, two of the greateſt and moſt 
polite men of his age. And indeed, the privilege 
of ſuch a converſation, is the only certain means 
of attaining to the perfection of dialogue. 

I x it has happen'd in any part of this comedy, 
chat I have gain'd a turn of (tile or expreſſion more 
correct, or at leaſt more corrigible than in thoſe 
which I have formerly written, I muſt, with equal 
pride and gratitude, aſcribe it to the honour of 
your Lordſhip's admitting me into your conver- 
ſation, and that of a ſociety where every body elſe 
was ſo well worthy of you, in your retirement laſt 
ſummer from the town: for it was immediately after, 
that this comedy was written. If I have fail'd in 
my performance, it is only to be regretted, where 
there were ſo many, not inferior either to a Scipio 
or a Lelius, that there ſhould be one — equal 
in capacity to a Terence. 

Ir I am not miſtaken, poetry is almoſt the only 
art, which has not yet laid claim to your Lordſhip's 


patronage. Architecture, and painting, to the great 


honour of our country, have flouriſh'd under your 
influence and protection. In the mean time, poe- 
try, the eldeſt ſiſter of all arts, and parent of moſt, 


ſeems to have reſign'd her birth-right, by having 


neglected to pay her duty to your Lordſhip ; and by 


- permitting others of a later extraction, to prepoſ- 


ſeſs that place in your eſteem, to which none can 


. DEDICATION. 1 
pretend a better title. Poetry, in its nature, is ſa- 
cred to the good and great; the relation between 
them is reciprocal and they are ever propitious to it. 


It is the privilege of poetry to addreſs to them, and 


it is their prerogative alone to give it protection. 
Tu is receiv'd maxim is a general apology for 
all writers who conſecrate their labours to great 
men: but I could wiſh, at this time, that this ad- 
| dreſs were exempted from the common pretence of 
| all dedications ; and that as I can diſtinguiſh your 
Lordſhip even among the moſt deſerying, ſo this of- 
fering might become remarkable by ſome particu- 
lar inſtance of reſpe&, which ſhould aſſure your 


Lordſhip, that T am, with all due ſenſe of your ex- 
tream worthineſs Nr We "ol 


My Lok, 
Your LoxDSHIP 's moſt Obedient 
and moſt Oblig'd, Humble Servant, 


WILL. CONGREVE. 


Spoken by Mr. BETTERTON, 


of thoſe few fools, who with ill ſtars are curſt, 
Sure ſeribbling fools, call” d Poets, fare the worſt * 
For they're a ſort of fools, which Fortune makes, 


Au after ſhe has made em foals, forſakes. 
With Nature's oafs *tis quite a different caſe, 
For Fortune favours all ber ideot-race : 


In her own neſt the cuckow-eggs we find, oy 
Ober which ſhe broods to hatch the changling kind, 


No portion for her own ſbe has to ſpare, © 
S much ſve dotes on her adopted care. 


Poets are bubbles, by the town drawn in, 


Suffer'd at firſt ſome trifling ſtakes to win ; 


But what unequal hazards do they run 
Each time they write they venture all they've won : 
The Squire that's butter*d ſtil, is ſure to be undone. 


. This author, heretofore, has found your favour, 


But pleads no merit from his paſt behaviour. _ 
To build on that might prove a vain preſumption, 
Shou'd grants to poets made, admit reſumption : 
And in Parnaſſus he muſt boſe his ſeat, 
Tf that be found a forfeited eftate. 
He owns, with toil he wrought the following ſcenes ; 


But, if they're naught, ne'er ſpare him for his pains : 
Damn bim the more; have no commiſeration 
For dulneſs on mature deliberation. 


He fwears he'll not reſent one hiſs' d- of ſcene, 

Nor, like thoſe peeviſy wits, his play maintain, 

Who, to aſſert their ſenſe, your taſte arraign. 
Ree 


«a © -- 


| PROLOGUE, 
” | Some plot we think he bas, and ſome new thought ; 
Some humour tob, no farce; but that's a fault, 
| Satire, he thinks, you ought not to expett ; 
For fo reform'd a town, who dares correft ? 
To pleaſe, this time, has been his ſole pretence, 
He'll not inſtruct, leſt it ſhould give offence. . 
Shou'd he by chance a knave or fool expoſe, 
| That hurts none here, ſure here are none of thoſe. 
| In ſport, our play ſhall (with your leave to ſoew it) 
| Give you one inſtance of a paſſive poet, | 
| Who to your judgments yields all reſignation ; 
| $ fave or damn, after your own diſcretion. 


LIES * 4% 


'Dramatis Perſonae. 


MEN. 


Fainall, in love with Mrs. Marwood. © Mr. Betterton, 
Mirabell, in love with Mrs. Millamant. Nr. Verbruggen, 
Witwoud," Mr. Bowen. 
Petulant, | followers of Mrs. Millement. 65 Bowman. 
Sir Wilfull Witwoud, half brother to Mit- 

woud, and nephew to lady Wiſhfort. * Mir: viv. 
Waitwell, ſervant to Mirabell. Nr. Bright. 
WOMEN. 


Lady Wiſhfort, enemy to Mirabell, for . 

1 ee er love to her. | dirs. Laird. 
Mrs. Millamant, a fine lady, niece to la- : 
dy Viſpfort, and loves Mirabell. | Mrs. Bracegirde. 
Mrs. Marwood, friend to Mr, Fainall, 

and likes Mirabell. ; Mrs. Barry. 
Mrs. Fainall, daughter to lady Viſpfort, 

and wife to Fainall, formerly fiend Mrs. Bowman. 


to Mirabell. | | 
Foible, woman to lady PViſpfort. Mrs. Willis, 


Mincing, woman to Mrs. Millamant. Mrs. Prince. 
Dancers, Footmen, and Attendants. 


SCENE LONDON. 


The Time equal to that of the Preſentation, 


irdlt. 


Ns 


WAY OF THE WORLD. 


ACT l. 


A Cnrocotare-Hovse. e 


3 M:RABELL and FAINALL [Rifing from cards.] BETTY waiting, 


MIRABZE II. 


O are a fortunate man, Mr. nk. 
V Fain. Have we done? 

Mira. What yo * I'll play on to entertain 
you. punt, 

Fain. No, T'll give you your revenge pmb tune, 
when you are not ſo indifferent; you are thinking of 
ſomething elſe now, and play too negligently ; the cold- 
neſs of a loſing gameſter leflens the pleaſure of the winger, 
I'd no more play with a man that ſlighted his ill fortune, 
than I'd make love to a woman who undervalu'd the Joſs 
of her reputation. 

Mira. You have a taſte extreamly delicate, and are for 


refining on your pleaſures, 
Fain. Prithee, why ſo reſery'd? ſomething has put you 


out of humour. 

Mira. Not at all: I happen to be grave to-day; and 
you are gay; that's all. 

Fain. Confeſs, Millamant and you quarrell's laſt night, 
after I left you; my fair couſin has ſome humours that 
wou'd tempt the patience of a Stoic. What, ſome cox- 
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comb came in, and was * receiv'd by her, while e you 


were by. 
Mira. Witwoud nd Petularit ; and what was worſe, 
her aunt, your wife's mother, my evil genius; or to ſum 


up all in her own name, my old lady Wiſhſort came in.— 


Fain. O there it is then She has a laſting paſſion 

for you, and with gn: 4:7 edn, then wife waz 
there? | ; 
Mira. Yes, and dow Marwood and three or hue more, 
whom I never ſaw before ; feeing me, they all put on 
their grave faces, whiſper'd one another ; then complain'd 
aloud of the vapours, and after fell into a profound ſi- 
lence. 

Fain. They had a mind to be rid of you. 

Mira. For which reaſon I reſolv'd not to tir. At laſt 
the good old lady broke thro? her painful taciturnity, with 
an invective againſt long viſits. I would not have under. 
ſtood her, but Millamant joining in the argument, I rok 
and with a conſtrain'd ſmile told her, I thought nothing 
was ſo eaſy as to know when a viſit began to be trouble- 
ſome; ſhe reden'd and I withdrew, without expecting her 
reply. | 
Fain. You were to blame to reſent what ſhe ſpoke only 
in compliance with her aunt. 

Mira. She is more miſtreſs of herſelf, than to be under 
the neceſſity of ſuch a reſignation. 

Fain. What? tho? half her fortune depends upon het 
marrying with my lady's approbation ? 

Mira. I was then in ſuch a humour, that J ſhou'd have 
been better pleas'd if ſhe had been leſs diſcreet. 

Fain. Now I remember, I wonder not they are wear 


of you: laſt night was one of their cabal-nights; they 
_- have 'em three times a weck, and meet by turns, at one 


another's apartments, where they come together like the 


ile you 


wore, 
to ſum 
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eoroner's inqueſt, to fit upon the murder'd reputations of | 


the week. You and I are excluded; and it was once pro- 
| pog'd that all the male ſex ſhould be excepted; but ſome | 
body mov'd, that, to avoid ſcandal, there might be one 
man of the community; upon which motion Witwoud | 
and Petulant were enroll'd members. | 
Mira. And who may have been the foundreſs of this 


ſect? my lady Wiſpfort, I warrant, who publiſhes her de. 


| teſtation of mankind ; and full of the vigour of fifty-five, 
declares for a friend and ratafia; and let n ſhift 


for itſelf, ſne' ll breed no more. 


| - Fain. The diſcovery of your ſham addreſſes to her, to 
| conceal your love to her niece, has provok'd this ſepara- 


tion: had you diſſembled better, things might have conti- 


nu'd in the ſtate of nature. 


Mira. I did as much as man cou'd, with any reaſonable 


conſcience; I proceeded to the very laſt act of flattery 
with her, and was guilty of a ſong in her commendation. 


Nay, I got a friend to put her into a lampoon, and com- 


| pliment her with the imputation of an affair with a young 
| fellow, which I carry'd ſo far, that I told her the malici- 
| ous town took notice that ſhe was grown fat of a ſudden; _ 
and when ſhe lay in of a dropſy, perſuaded her ſhe was. 

reported to be in labour. 


| The devil's in't, if an old wo- 
man is to be flatter'd further, unleſs a man ſhou'd endea- 


virtue forbad me. But for the diſcovery of this amour, I 


am indebted to your friend, or your wife's friend, Mrs. 


Marwood. 
Fain. What ſhou'd provoke her to be your enemy, un- 


| leſs ſhe has made you advances, which you have lighted» 
| women do not eaſily forgive omiſſions of that nature. 
Mira, She was always civil to me, *till of late; I con- 


*ls Jam not one of thoſe coxcombs who are apt to inter- 
G 


| 
| 
[ 


| vour downright perſonally to debauch her; and that my | 


| 
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# pret a woman's good manners to her prejudice; and think 
3 that ſhe who does not refuſe em ev'ry thing, can refuſe 
& 'em nothing. | 
1 Fam. You are a gallant man, Mirabell; and tho? you 
. may have cruelty enough, not to ſatisfy a lady's long- 
1 ing; you have too much generoſity, not to be tender of 
| ber honour. Yet you ſpeak with an indifference which 
'F ſeems to be affected; and confeſſes = are conſcious of a 
© negligence. | 
FJ Mira. Vou purſue the argument with a diſtruſt that FIT E 
Y | to be unaffected, and confeſſes you are conſcious of a con- 
1 cern for which the lady is more indebted to you, than is 
4 your wife. 5 
1 Fain. Fie, ſie friend, if you grow cenſorious I muſt Z 
FT leave you; - I'll look upon the gameſters in the 
1 next room. we 5 
N | Mira. Who are they ? 5 
3 Fain. Petulant and Witwoud——Bring me wan cho- We 
$ colate. | 
i . Betty, what ſays your clock ? [> 
= Bet. Turn'd of the laſt canonical hour, ſir. = 
Mira. How pertinently the jade anſwers me! ha? al- 
moſt one a clock! [Looking on his watch.] O, y'are come— 
SCENE: I. 8 
MIRABELL and Foor MAN. 5 


r 


Mira. ELL; is the grand affair over? you have 
| been ſomething tedious. 

Serv. Sir, there's ſuch coupling at Pancras, that FP 
ſtand behind one another, as *twere in a country dance. 
Ours was the laſt couple to lead up; and no hopes appea- 
ring of diſpatch, beſides, the parſon growing hoarſe, we 
were afraid his lungs wou'd have fail'd before it came to 
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our turn; ſo we drove round to Duke's- Place; and there 
they were rivetted in a trice. 

Mira. So, ſo, you are ſure they are married. 

Serv. Married and bedded, ſir: I am witneſs. 
Mira. Have you the certificate ? 

Serv. Here it is, fir. 

Mira. Has the taylor brought Waitwell's cloaths 


| home, and the new hveries ? 


Serv. Yes, ir. 

- Mira. That's well. Do you go home again, FEY 
hear, and adjourn the confummation ?till farther order ; 
bid Waitwell ſhake his ears, and dame Partlet ruſtle up 
her feathers, and meet me at one a clock by Roſamond's 
Pond; that I may fee her before ſhe returns to her lady: 
and as you tender your ears be fecret. 


SCENE III. 


MIRABELL, FAINALL, BETTY. 


Fain. IO V of your fucceſs, Mirabell; you look pleav'd. 


Mira. Ay; I have been a in a matter 
of fome ſort of mirth, which is not yet ripe for diſcovery. 
Jam glad this is not a cabal- night. I wonder, Fainall, 
that you who are married, and of conſequence ſhould be 
diſcreet, will ſuffer your wife to be of ſuch a party. 

Fam. Faith, I am not jealous. Beſides, moſt who are 
engag'd are women and relations; and for the men, og 
are of a kind too contemptible to give ſcandal. 

Mira. T am of another opinion. The greater the cox- 
comb, always the more the ſcandal: for a woman who is 
not a fool, can have but one reaſon for aſſociating with a 
man who is one. : 

Fain. Are you jealous as often as you ſee Witwoud en- 


tertain'd by Millamant ? 
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Mira. Of her underſtanding I am, if not of her perſon, 
Fain. You do her wrong; for to give her her due, ſhe 

has wit. ; i 
Mira. She has beauty enough to make any man think 

ſo; and complaiſance enough not to contradict him who 

hall tell her ſo. 
Fain. For a paſſionate lover, -methinks you are a man 
ſome what too diſcerning in the failings of your miſtreſs. 
Mira. And for a diſcerning man, ſomewhat too paſſionate 

a lover; for I like her with all her faults ; nay, like her for 

her faults. Her follies are fo natural, or fo artful, that they 

become her; and thoſe affectations which in another woman 

wou'd be odious, ſerve but to make her more agrecable. III 

tell thee, Fainall, ſhe once us'd me with that inſolence, that 

in revenge I took her to pieces; ſifted her, and ſeparated 
her failings; I ſtudy'd 'em, and got em by rote. The cata- 
logue was ſo large, that I was not without hopes, one day 
or other to hate her heartily : to which end I ſo us'd my- 
ſelf to think of em, that at length, contrary to my de- 


ſign and expectation, they gave me ev'ry hour leſs and 


leſs diſturbance; *till in a few days it became habitual to 


me, to remember 'em without being diſpleas'd. They are 


now grown as familiar to me as my own frailties; and in 
all probability in a little time longer I ſhall like em as 
well. a 

Fain. Marry her, marry her; be half as well acquainted 
with her charms, as you are with her defects, and my life 
on't, you are your own man again. 

Mira. Say you ſo? 
| Fain. I, I, I have experience: I have a wife, and fo 
forth. 
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SCENE IV. 


[To them] MESSENGER» 


Meſſ. F one ſquire Witwoud here? 
1 Bet. Les: what's your buſineſs ? 
Meſſ I have a letter for him, from his brother Sir Wil- 
full, which I am charg'd to deliver into his own hands. 
Bet. He's in the next room, friend That way. 


SCENE V. 


MIRABELL, FAINALL, BETTY. 


Mira, e is the chief of that noble family in 
town, Sir Wilful Witwoud? 

Fain, He is expected to- day. Do you know him? 
Mira. J have ſeen him, he promiſes to be an extraor- 
dinary perſon; I think you have the honour to be related 

to him. 5 | 

Fain. Yes; he is half brother to this Witwoud by a for- 
mer wile, who was ſiſter to my lady Wiſhfort, my wife's 
mother. If you marry Millamant, you muſt call couſins 
too. 

Mira. T had rather be his relation thas his acquain- 
tance, 

Fain. He comes to town in order to equip himſelf for 
travel. 


Mira. For travel! why the man that I mean is above 


forty. | 
Fain, No matter for that; 'tis for the honour of Eng- 


land, that all Europe ſhould know we have blockheads 
of all ages. 


Mira. I wonder there is not an act of parliament to 
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ſave the credit of the nation, and pond the exportation 
of fools. 


Fain. By no means, *tis better as tis; tis better to trade 
with a little loſs, than to be quite eaten up, with being o- 
verſtock'd. 

Mira. Pray, are the follies of this 8 and 

mn thoſe of the ſquire his brother, any thing related ? 
bi _ Fain. Not at all; Witwoud grows by the knight, like 
3 a medlar grafted on a crab. One will melt in your mouth, 

and Yother ſet your teeth in edge; one is all pulp, and the 

other all core. Aj 

Mira. So one will be rotten before he be ripe, and the IE 
other will be rotten without ever being ripe at all. 

Fain, Sir Wilfull is an odd mixture of baſhfulneſs and 
obſtinacy, — But when he's drunk, he's as loving as 
the monſter in the tempeſt ; and much after the ſame man- 
ner. To give t'other his due; he has ſomething of good 
nature, and does not always want wit. 

Mira, Not always ; but as often as his memory fails 
him, and his common place of compariſons. He is a fool 

With a good memory, and ſome few ſcrapes of other folks 
wit. He is one whoſe converſation can never be approv'd, 
yet it is now and then to be endur'd. He has indeed one 
good quality, he is not exceptious; for he ſo paſſionately 
affects the reputation of underſtanding raillery, that he 
will conſtrue an affront into a jeſt; and call downright 
rudeneſs and ill language, fatire and fire. 

Fain. If you have a mind to finiſh his picture, you 
have an opportunity to do it at full length. Behold the 
mg. 
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SCENE VI. 


[To them] WITwWO Vp. 


Vit. A me your compaſſion, my dears; pity me? 
Fainall, Mirabell, pity me. 

Mir. I do from my ſoul. 

Fain. Why, what's the matter ? 

Wit. No letters for me, Betty ? 

Bet. Did not a meſſenger bring you one but now, fir 
Pit. Ay, but no other? 


d the . Bet. No, fir. 

mu. That's hard, that's very hard; — A meſſenger, a 
Sand WE mule, a beaſt of burden, he has brought mea letter from 
ng as WE the fool my brother, as heavy as a panegyric in a funeral 
man- WE ſcrmon, or a copy of commendatory verſes from one poet 
good to another. And what's worſe, *tis as ſure a forerunner of 


tte author, as an epiſtle dedicatory. 
Mira. A fool, and your brother, Witwoud! 
Pit. Ay, ay, my half brother. My half brother he is, 
no nearer upon honour. 
Mira. Then ' tis poſſible he may be but half a fool. 
I Wit. Good, good, Mirabell, ie drole ! good, good, hang 
bim, don't let's talk of him; ——Fainall, how does your 
lady? gad, I ſay any thing in the world to get this fellow 
out of my head. I beg pardon that I ſhould ask a man 
ol pleaſure, and the town, a queſtion at once ſo foreign 
and domeſtic. But I talk like an old maid at a marriage, 
I don't know what I ah but ſhe's the beſt woman in the 
World. 

Fain. *Tis well you don't know what you ſay, or elſe 
your commendation wou'd go near to make me either vain 
or jealous, 
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Wit. No man in town lives well with a wife but Fain» 
all. Your judgment, Mirabell? 

Mira. You had better ſtep and asK his wife ; if you 
wou'd be credibly inform'd. 

Wit. Mirabell. 

Mira. Ay. 

Wit. My dear, I ask ten thouſand 8 
have forgot what I was going to ſay to you. 

Mira. I thank you heartily, heartily. 

Fit. No, but prithee excuſe _ memory is 
ſuch a memory. 

Mira. Have a care of ſuch 8 Witwoud; — 
for I never knew a fool but he affected to complain, either 


—gad [ 


of the ſpleen or his memory. 


Fain. What have you done with Petulant? 
Wit. He's reckoning his money, ——my money it was 
I have no luck to-day. 

Fain, You may allow him to win of you at play; — 
for you are ſure to be too hard ſor him at repartee: ſince 
you monopolize the wit that is between you, the fortune 
muſt be his of courſe. 5 | 

Mira. I don't find that Petulant confeſſes the ſuperio- 
rity of wit to be your talent, Witwoud. 

Wit. Come, come, you are malicious now, and wou'd 
breed. debates — Petulant's my friend, and a very honeſt 
fellow, and a very pretty fellow, and has a ſmattering— 


Faith and troth a pretty deal of an odd ſort of a ſmall wit: 


nay, I'll do him juſtice. I'm his friend, T won't wrong 
him. And if he had any judgment in the world, — 


be wou'd not be altogether contemptible. Come, come, 


don't detract from the merits of my friend. 
Fain. You don't take your friend to be over-nicely bred. 
Wit. No, no, hang him, the rogue has no manners at 
No more breeding than a bum- 
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tis pity; the fellow has 


Mira, What, courage? | 
Wit. Hum, faith I don't know: as to that. I can't 


ſay as to that, — Les, faith, in a controverſie he'll con- 
tradict any body. 


Mira. Tho? 'twere a man whom he fear'd, or 2 woman 


| whom he lov'd. - 


IVit. Well, well, he does not always think before he 


| f ſpeaks ;— We have all our failings; you are too hard | 


upon him, you are faith. Let me excuſe him. I can , 


defend moſt of his faults, except one or two; one he has, 


that's the truth on't, if he were my brother, I cou'd not 
That indeed I cou'd wiſh were other- 


wiſe. 
Mira. Ay marry, what's that, Witwoud ? | 
Wit. O pardon me Expoſe the infirmities of my 


5 friend. No, my dear, excuſe me there. 


Fain, What I warrant he's OY or 'tis ſome ſuch 
trifle, 
Wit. No, no, what if be be? 'tis no matter for that, his 


Vit will excuſe that: a wit ſhou'd no more be ſincere, than 


a woman conſtant ; one argues a decay of _ as *tother 
of beauty. 

Mira. May be you think him too poſitive : : 

IVit. No, no, his being poſitive is an incentive to argu- 
ment, and keeps up converſation. 

Fain. Teo illiterate. | 
Wit. That! that's his happineſs ——His want of lear- 
ning gives him the more PP to ſhew his natural 
parts, | 

Mira. He wants words. 

Vi. Ay; but I like him for that now; for his want of 
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words gives me the pleaſure very often to explain his 
meaning. 

Fain. He's impudent. 

Nit. No, that's not it. 

Mira. Vain. 

Wit. No. 

Mira. What, he ſpeaks unſeaſonable truths ſometimes, 
becauſe he has not wit enough to invent an evaſion. 

Wit. Truths! ha, ha, ha! no, no, ſince you will have 
it. I mean, he never ſpeaks truth at all. That's 
all. He will lie like a chambermaid, or a woman of qua. 
lity's porter. Now that is a fault. 


£ 
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SCENE VII. 


[To them] CoAcHMaN. 


Coach, FF maſter Petulant here, miſtreſs? 
Bet. Yes. | 

Coach. Three aac in a coach would ſpeak with 
him. 
E | Fain. O brave Petulant, three! 
an Bet. I'Il tell him. 
= Coach. You mult bring two diſhes of chocolate and a 
F glaſs of cinnamon water. 


SCENE VII. 


MIRABELL, FAINALL, W1TWOUD, 


Wit. HAT ſhould be for two faſting ſtrumpets, and a 
| bawd troubled with wind. Now you may 

know what the three are. 
Mira. You are very free with your friend's acquaintance. 
Wit. Ay, ay, friendſhip without freedom is as dull as 
love without enjoyment, or wine without toaſting ; but 
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to tell you a ſecret, theſe are trulls whom he allows coach- 
hire, and ſomething more by the week, to call on him once 
| a day at public places. 


Mira, How ! 
Tit. You ſhall ſee he won't go to own becauſe there's 


no more company here to take notice of him Why this 
is nothing to what he us'd to do; 
this way, I have known him call for himſelf. 


before he found out 


Fain. Call for himſelf ? what doſt thou mean? 
Wit. Mean, why he wou'd flip you out of this choco- 


© late-houſe, juſt when you had been talking to him 
5 As ſoon as your back was turn'd—whip he was gone; 
hen trip to his lodging, clap on a hood and ſcarf, and 
a mask, ſlap into a hackney. coach, and drive hither to the 
E door again in a trice; where he wou'd ſend in for himſelf, 
that I mean, call for himſelf, wait for himſelf, nay and 
what's more, not finding himſelf, ſometimes leave a letter 
for himſelf. 


Mira. I confeſs this is ſomething extraordinary-—-I be- 


4 lieve he waits for himſelf now, he is ſo long a coming; O 
ask his pardon. | 


SCENE IX 


PETULANT, MIRABELL, FAINALL, WITWOUD, BETTY. 


N Bet, S*. the coach ſtays, 


Pet. Well, well; I come——'Sbud a man had 


as good be a profeſs'd mid wife, as a profeſs'd whoremaſter, 
at this rate; to be knock'd up and rais'd at all hours, and 
in all places. Pox on 'em I won't come——DYye hear, 
tell 'em I won't come Let %em ſnivel and cry their hearts 


out. 
Fain, You are very cruel, Petulant, 
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Pet. All's one, let it * I have a humour to by 
.cruel. 

Mira. I hope they are not perſons of condition that you 
uſe at this rate. 

Pet. Condition, condition's a dry'd fig, if I am not in 
humour——By this hand, if they were your —-a —a— 
your what- dee- call ems themſelves, they muſt wait or rub 
-off, if I want appetite. 

Mira. What-dee-call-!ems! what are they, Witwoud! 

Wit. Empreſſes, my dear By your what-dee-call”en 
he means Sultana queens. 

Pet. Ay, Roxolana's. 

Mira. Cry you mercy. 

Fain. Witwoud ſays they are 

Pet. What does he ſay th'are? 

Wit. I; fine ladies I ſay. 

Pet. Paſs on, Witwoud Harkee, by this light his 
relations two coheireſſes his couſins, and an old aunt, 
who loves catterwauling better than a conventicle. 

Wit. Ha, ha, ha; Thad a mind to ſee how the rogue 


' wou'd come off — Ha, ha, ha; gad I can't be angry 


with him; if he had ſaid they were wy mother and my 
ſiſters. | 


Mira. No! 

Wit. No; the rogue's wit and readineſs of invention 
charm me, dear Petulant. 

Bet. They are gone, fir, in nt. anger. 

Pet. Enough, let em trundel. Anger helps complexion, 
ſaves paint. 

Fain. This continence is all diſſembled ; this is in order 
to have ſomething to brag of the next time he makes court 


to Millamant, and ſwear he has abandoned the whole ſex 


for her ſake. | | 
Mira. Have you not left off your impudent pretenſions 
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| be cut. 
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there yet? I ſhall cut your throat, ſometime or other, re. | 


tulant, about that buſineſs. 
pet. Ay, ay, let that paſs— There are other throats to 


Mira. Meaning mine, ſir? 


Pet. Not 1 I mean no body — I know no- | 
| thing. But there are uncles and nephews in the 
; world And they may be. at WR" then? all's 


one for that 
Mira. How! harkee, Petulant, come hither 
{ Explain, or I ſhall call your interpreter. 


Pet. Explain; I know nothing— Why you have an 


| uncle, have you not, lately come to town, and lodges by 
my lady Wiſhfort's ? 


Mira. True. 
Pet. Why that's enough—You and he are not friends ; 


: and if he ſhou'd marry and have a child, you may be diſ- 
| inherited, ha ? 


Mira. Where haſt thou ſtumbled upon all this truth? 
Pet. All's one for that; why then ſay I know ſome- 


ding. 


Mira. Come, thou art an honeſt fellow, Petulant, and 


| ſhalt make love to my miſtreſs, thou ſha't, faith. What 
| haſt thou heard of my uncle? 


Pet. I, nothing I. If throats are to be cut, let ſwords 


| claſh; ſnug's the word, I ſhrug and am ſilent. 


Mira. O raillery, raillery. Come, I know thou art in 


the womens ſecrets—— What you're a cabaliſt, I know 
| you ſtaid at Millamant's laſt night, after I went. 
| there any mention made of my uncle, or me? tell me; if 
thou hadſt but good nature equal to thy wit, Petulant, 
| Tony Witwoud, who is now thy competitor in fame, 
| would ſhew as dim by thee as a dead whiting's eye by a 
| pear! of orient ; 


Was 


he wou'd no more be ſeen by thee, than 
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Mercury is by the ſun : come, I'm fure thou wo't tel ns 
me. 


Pet. If I do, will you grant me common ſenſe then, ſor 
Bs future ? | 
Mira. Faith I'll do what I can for thee, and III pray a ki! 
that heav'n may grant it thee in the mean time. | 
Pet. Well, barkee. . If 
Fain. Petulant and you both wall find Mirabell as vam p. 
a rival as a lover. he ſt 


Wit. Pſha w, pſha w, that ſhe laughs at Petulant is plain, 
And for my part—But that it is almoſt a faſhion to adm » 
ber, I ſhould —Harkee——To tell you a ſecret, but let. p 
go no further Between friends, I ſhall never bre rem 


my heart for her. 1) 
Fain, How! EP 
Vit. She's handſome; but ſhe's a ſort of an uncertain you 
woman. - W wel 
Fain. T thought you had d y'd for her, | Af 
Wit. Umb No s 2 

_ Fain. She has wit. I req 
Wit. Tis what ſhe will hardly allow any body elſe- F 


Now, demme, I ſhou'd hate that, if ſhe were as handſom 
as Cleopatra. Mirabell is not ſo ſure of her as he think of b 
for. | 8 1 

Fain. Why do. you think ſo? E bro! 

Wit. We ſtaid pretty late there laſt night; and bea j 
ſomething of an uncle to Mirabell, who is lately come / pox 
town, ——and is between him and the beſt part of hs I a 
eſtate; Mirabell and he are at ſome diſtance, as my lad) 7 
Wiſhfort has been told; and you know ſhe hates Mi war 
bell, worſe than a Ouakes bates a parrot, or than a fi. 5 
monger hates a hard froſt. Whether this uncle has ſen froſ 
Mrs. Millamant or not, I cannot ſay; but there wer be 
items of ſuch a treaty being in embrio; and if it fou 7 
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ame to life, poor Mirabell wou'd be in ſome ſort unfor- 
tunately fobb'd faith. | 
Fain. Tis impoſſible Millamant ſhou'd hearken to it. 
Wit. Faith, my dear, I can't tell; ſhe's a woman, and 
pray a kind of a humoriſt. 
| Mira. And this is the ſum of what you cou'd collect 
© laſt night. 
ven Pet. The quinteſſence. May be Witwoud knows more, 
he ſtay'd longer- Beſides they never mind him; they 
plain, ſay any thing before him. 
amin Mira. I thought you had been the greateſt favourite. 


t tell 


n, for 


ett WE pet. Ay tete a tete; but not in in public, becauſe I make 
break @ remarks. 
Mira. You do? 


Pet. Ay, ay, pox I'm malicious, man. Now he's ſoft, 
rtain WE you know, they are not in awe of him The fellows 
well bred, he's what you call a what - d' ye- call em. 
A fine gentleman, but he's filly withal. | | 
Mira. I thank you, I know as much as my curioſity 
E requires. Fainall, are you for the Mall? 
lle 1 Fain, Ay, T'll take a turn before dinner. 
fon: WE wit. Ay, we'll all walk in the park, the ladies talk'd 
nu of being there. 
Mira. I thought you were oblig'd to watch for your 
E brother Sir Wilfull's arrival. 
earl 7 Wit. No, no, he comes to his aunt's, my by Wiſhfort; 
ne o pox on him, I ſhall be troubled with him too; what ſhall 
| his Ido with the foo] ? 
lady Pet. Beg him for his eſtate; that I may ha: you after- 
li wards ; and ſo have but one Wend with you both. 
fill- Wit. O rare Petulant; thou art as quick as fire in a 
ſeet froſty morning; thou ſhalt to the Mall with us; and we'll 
were ag be very ſevere, 
v1 Pet. Enough, I'm in a humour to be ſevere. 
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Mira. Are you? pray then walk by yourſelyes,—.. 


Let not us be acceſſory to your putting the ladies out of 


countenance, with your ſenſeleſs ribaldry; which you 
rear out aloud as often as they paſs by you; and when 
you have made a handſome woman bluſh, then you think 
you have been ſevere. 

Pet. What, what? then let 'em either ſhew their inno. 
cence by not underſtanding what they hear, or elſe ſhey 
their diſcretion by not hearing what they wou'd not b. 
thought to underſtand. 

Mira. But haſt not thou then ſenſe enough to 3 
that thou oughtꝰ'ſt to be moſt aſham'd thyſelf, when thou 
haſt put another out of countenance. 

Pet. Not I, by this hand I always take bluſhing 
either for a ſign of guilt, or ill breeding. 

Mira. I confeſs you ought to think ſo. You are in the 
right, that you may plead the error of n Judgment in 
defence of your practice. 


Where modeſty's ill manners, tis but fit 
That impudence and malice paſs for wit. 


End of the firſt a. 
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ACT IL SCENE IL 


Sr. JAMES's PARK. 


MRs. FAIN ALL. and MRs. MARWOOD. 


MRS. FAINALL. 


Y, ay, dear Marwood, if we will be happy, we muſt 
| find the means in ourſelves, and among ourſelves. 
| Men are ever in extreams; either doating, or averſe. 
| While they are lovers, if they have fire and ſenſe, their 
ſhin jealouſies are inſupportable : And when they ceaſe to love, 
| (we ought to think at leaſt) they loath ; they look upon 
us with horror and diſtaſte; they meet us like the ghoſts of 
| what we were, and as from ſuch, fly from us. 
Mrs. Mar. True, 'tis an unhappy circumſtance of life, 
that love ſhou'd ever die before us; and that the man ſo / 
often ſhou'd out-live the lover. But ſay what you will, 
; 'tis better to be left, than never to have been loy'd. To 
& paſs our youth in dull indifference, to refuſe the ſweets of 
| life becauſe they once muſt leave us, is as prepoſterous, as 
to wiſh to have been born old, becauſe we one day muſt | 
be old. For my part, my youth may wear and waſte, | 
but it ſhall never ruſt in my poſſeſſion. F 
Mrs. Fain, Then it ſeems you diſſemble an averſion to 
{ mankind, only in compliance to my mother's humour. 
Mrs. Mar. Certainly. To be free; I have no taſte of 
| thoſe inſipid dry diſcourſes, with which our ſex of force 
muſt entertain themſelves, apart from men. We may af- 
| fc@ endearments to each other, profeſs eternal ſriendſhips, 
and ſcem to dote like lovers; but it is not in our natures 
= long to perſevere, Love will reſume his empire in our 
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breaſts, and every heart, or ſoon or late, receive and re. 
admit him as its lawful tyrant. 

Mrs. Fain. Blefs me, how have I been deceiv'd! why 
you profeſs a libertine. 

Mrs. Mar. You ſee my friendſhip by my freedom, 
Come, be as ſincere, acknowledge that your ſentiments a. 
gree with mine. 

Mrs. Fain. Never. 

Mrs. Mar. You hate mankind ? 

Mrs. Fain. Heartily, inveterately. 

Mrs. Mar. Your husband ? | 

Mrs. Fain. Moſt tranſcendently; ay, tho” I fay it, me. 
ritor iouſly. | 

Mrs. Mar. Give me your hand upon it. 

Mrs. Fain. There. 

Mrs. Mar. I join with you; what I have ſaid has been 
to try you. | 
Mrs. Fain. Is it poſſible? doſt thou hate thoſe viper; 
men ? | 

Mrs. Mar. I have done hating 'em, and am now come 
to deſpiſe em; the next thing I have to do, is eternally 
to forget 'em. 

Mrs. Fain. There ſpoke the ſpirit of an Amazon, 2 
Pentheſilea. 

Mrs. Mar. And yet I am thinking ſometimes to carry 
my averſion further. 

Mrs. Fain. How? 

Mrs. Mar. Faith by marrying ; if I cou'd but find one 
that lov'd me very well, and would be throughly ſenſible 
of ill uſage, I think I ſhould do myſelf the violence of un- 
dergoing the ceremony. 

Mrs. Fain. You would not make him a cuckold ? 

Mrs. Mar. No; but I'd make him believe I did, and 
that's as bad, 


d re · 
why 


Jom, 
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Mrs. Fain. Why had not you as good do it? 
Mrs. Mar. O if he ſhou'd ever diſcover it, he wou'd 


then know the worſt, and be out of his pain; but I wou'd- 
| have him ever to continue . the rack of fear and jea- 
louſy. 


Mrs. Fain. Ingenious milchief! ! wou'd thou wert mar- 


| ried to Mirabell. 


Mrs. Mar. Wou'd I were. 

Mrs. Fain. You change colour. 

Mrs. Mar. Becauſe I hate him. 

Mrs. Fain. So do I; but I can hear bim nam'd. But 


| what reaſon have you to hate him in particular? 


Mrs. Mar, I never lov'd him; he is, and always was 
inſufferably proud. 


Mrs. Fain. By the reaſon you give for your averſion, 


| one wou'd think it diſſembled ; for you have laid a fault 


Mrs. Mar. O then it ſeems you are one of his favour- 
able enemies. Methinks you look a little pale, and now 
you fluſh again. 

Mrs. Fain. Do 1? I think I ama little ſick oe the ſud- 
den. 

Mrs. Mar. What ails 188 

Mrs. Fain. My husband. Don't you ſee him? he turn'd 
ſhort upon me una wares, and has almoſt overcome me. 


SCENE II. 


[To them] FAINALL and MIRABELL. 


Mrs. Mar. LTA, ha, ha; he comes opportunely for you. 
Mrs. Fain. For you, for he has brought 
Mirabell with him, 
_ Fain. My dear. 
Mrs, Fain. My ſoul. 


e 
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Fain. You don't look well to-day, child. 

Mrs. Fain. D'ye think ſo? 

Mira. He is the only man that does, madam. 

Mrs. Fain. The only man that wou'd tell me ſo at leaſt; 
and the only man from whom I cou'd hear it without 
mortification. 

Fain. O my dear I am ſatisfy'd of your tenderneſs ; I 
know you cannot reſent any thing from me; eſpecially 
what is an effect of my concern. 

Mrs. Fain, Mr. Mirabell, my mother interrupted you 
in a pleaſant relation laſt night: J wou'd fain hear it out. 

Mira. The perſons concern'd in that affair, have yet a 
_ tolerable reputation. I am afraid Mr, Fainall will 
be cenſorious. 

Mrs. Fain. He has a humour more prevailing than his 
curioſity, and will willingly diſpence with the hearing of 
one ſcandalous ſtory, to avoid giving an occaſion to make 
another by being ſeen to walk with his wiſe. This way 
Mr. Mirabell, and I dare promiſe you will oblige us both. 


SCENE III. 


FAINALIL, Mrs. MARWOOD. 


Fain. 4 Xcellent creature! well, ſure if I ſhou'd live to 
be rid of my wife, I ſhou'd be a miſerable man. 

Mrs. Mar. Ay! 

Fain. For having only that one hope, the accompliſh- 
ment of it, of conſequence muſt put an end to all my 
hopes; and what a wretch is he who muſt ſurvive his 
es: nothing remains when that day comes, but to ſit 
down and weep like Alexander, when he wanted other 
worlds to conquer. 

Mrs. Mar. Will you not follow 'em? 
Fain. Faith, I think not. 
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Mrs. Mar. Pray let us; I havea reaſon. 
Fain, You are not jealous? 
Mrs. Mar. Of whom ? 
Fain, Of Mirabell. 
Mrs. Mar. If I am, is it inconſiſtent with my love to 


you that I am tender of your honour ? 


Fain. You wou'd intimate then, as if there were a fel- 
low-feeling between my wife and him. 

Mrs. Mar. T think ſhe does not hate him to that degree 
ſhe wou'd be thought. 

Fain. But he, I fear, is too inſenſible. g 

Mrs. Mar. It may be you are deceiv'd. 

Fain. It may be ſo. I do not now begin to appre- 
hend it. 

Mrs. Mar. What! 2 

Fain. That I have been deceiv'd, madam, and you are 
falſe, 

Mrs. Mar. That IT am falſe! what mean you? 

Fain. To let you know I ſee through all your little arts 
come, you both love him; and both have equally diſ- 
ſembl'd your averſion. Your mutual jealouſies of one a- 
nother, have made you claſh ' till you have both ſtruck 
fire, I have ſeen the warm confeſſion red*ning on your 
cheeks, and ſparkling from your eyes, 

Mrs. Mar. You do me wrong. 

Fain. I do not — 'T was for my caſe to overſee 
and wilfully negle& the groſs advances made him by my 
wife; that by permitting her to be engag'd, I might con- 
tinue unſuſpetted in my pleaſures; and take you oftener 
to my arms in full ſecurity. But cou'd you think, be- 
cauſe the nodding husband would not. wake, that e'er 
the watchful lover ſlept? 

Mrs, Mar. And where withal can you reproach me ? 
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Fain. With infidelity, with loving another, with love of 
Mirabell. 

Mrs. Mar. Tis falſe. I challenge you to ſhew an in- 
ſtance that can confirm your groundleſs accuſation. I hate 
him. | 

Fain. And wherefore do you hate him? he is inſenſible, 
and your reſentment follows his neglect. An inſtance! the 
injuries you have done him are a proof: your interpoling 
in his love. What cauſe had you to make diſcoveries of 
his pretended paſſion? to undeceive the credulous aunt, 
and be the officious obſtacle of his match with Millamant? 

Mrs. Mar. My obligations to my lady urg'd me: I had 
profeſs'd a friendſhip to her; and cou'd not ſee her eaſy 
nature ſo abus'd by that diſſembler. 

Fain. What, was it conſcience then ? profeſs'd a friend- 
ſhip! O the pious friendſhips of the female ſex! 

Mrs. Mar. More tender, more ſincere, and more endu- 
ring, than all the vain and empty vows of men, whether 
profeſſing love to us, or mutual faith to one another. 

Fain. Ha, ha, ha; you are my wife's friend too. 

Mrs. Mar. Shame and ingratitude! do you reproach 
me? you, you upbraid me! have I been falſe to her, thro' 
ſtrict fidelity to you, and ſacrific'd my friendſhip to keep 
my love inviolate ? and have you the baſeneſs to charge 
me with the guilt, unmindful of the merit! to you it ſhou'd 
be meritorious, that J have been vicious: and do you re- 
fle& that guilt upon me, which ſhould lie buried in your 
boſom? - | 

Fain. You miſinterpret my reproof, T meant but to re- 
mind you of the ſlight account you once cou'd make of 
ſtricteſt ties, when ſet in competition with your love to 
me. | 

Mrs. Mar. Tis falſe, you urg'd it with deliberate ma- 
lice——T was ſpoke in ſcorn, and I never will forgive it. 


* 


diſcover'd; be ſure you ſhall. I can but be expos'd 
If I do it myſelf I ſhall prevent your baſeneſs. 


to my wife; 
make lawful prize of a rich widow's wealth, and ſquander 
it on love and you? 
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Fain, Your guilt, not your reſentment, begets your rage. 
If yet you lov'd, you cou'd forgive a Jealouſy: but = 


are ſtung to find you are diſcover'd. 


Mrs. Mar. It ſhall be all diſcover'd. You too ſhall be 


Fain, Why, what will you do? 
Mrs. Mar. Diſcloſe it to your . own what has paſt 


between us. 


Fain. Frenzy! 
Mrs. Mar. By all my wrongs I'll do't———Pl publiſh 


. to the world the injuries you have done me, both in my 
ſame and fortune: with both I truſted you, you bankrupt 
E in honour, as indigent of wealth. 


Fain. Your fame I have preferv'd. Your fortune has 


deen beſtow'd as the prodigality of your love would have 
. it, in pleaſures which we both have ſhar'd. Yet, had not 
you been falſe, I had cer this repaid it Tis true 
= had you permitted Mirabell with Millamant to have 
E foll'n their marriage, my lady had been incens'd beyond 
1 all means of reconcilement : Millamant had forfeited the 
moiety of her fortune; which then wou'd have deſcended 


And wherefore did I marry, but to 


Mrs. Mar. Deceit and frivolous pretence. 

Fain. Death, am I not married? what's pretence? am 
I not impriſon'd, fetter'd? have I nota wife? nay a wife 
that was a widow, a young widow, a handſome widow; 
and wou'd be again a widow, but that I have a heart of 
proof, and ſomething of a conſtitution to buſtle thro? the 
ways of wedlock and this world. Will you yet be recon- 


1 cil'd to truth and me? 


H 4 
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Mrs. Mar. Impoſſible. Truth and you are inconſiſtent 
hate you, and ſhall for ever. 

Fain. For loving you ? 

Mrs. Mar. I loath the name of love after ſuch uſage; 
and next to the guilt with which you wou'd afperſe me, 
I ſcorn you moſt. Farewel. 

Fain. Nay, we muſt not part thus. 

Mrs. Mar. Let me go. 

_ Fain. Come, I'm ſorry. 

Mrs. Mar. I care not Let me go 
my hands, do —— I'd leave *cm to get looſe, 

Fain. I wou'd not hurt you for the world. Have I no 
other hold to keep you here ? 

Mrs. Mar. Well, I have deſerv'd it all. 

Fain. You know I love you. 

Mrs. Mar. Poor diſſembling !\——-— O that Well 
it is not yet 

Fain. What? what is it not? what 1s it not yet ? it is 
not yet too late 

Mrs. Mar. No, it is not yet too late 
comfort. 

Fain, It is, to love another. 

Mrs. Mar. But not to loath, deteſt, abhor mankind, my- 
ſelf and the whole treacherous world. 

Fain. Nay, this is extravagance Come, I ask your 
pardon— No tears——I was to __ I cqu*d not love 
you and be caſy in my doubts Pray forbear — 
I believe you; I'm convinc'd pve done you wrong; and 
any way, ev'ry way will make amends; III hate 
my wife yet more, damn her, I'll part with her, rob her 
of all ſhe's worth, and we'll retire ſomewhere, anywhere, 
to another world, III marry thee—Be pacify'd—?Sdeath 
they come, hide your face, your tears— You have a mask, 
wear it a moment. This way, this way, be perſuaded. 


Break 
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SCENE IV. 
M1IRABELL and Mrs. FAIN ALI. 


; Mrs. Fain. 1 are here yet. 


Mira. They are turning ii into the other 
walk. 
Mrs. Fain. While I only hated my husband, I cou'd 


: bear to ſee him; but ſince I have deipis'd him, he's too 
E offenſive. 


Mira. O you ſhou'd hate with prudence, 
Mrs. Fain. Yes, for I have lov'd with indiſcretion. 
Mira. You ſhou'd have juſt ſo much diſguſt for your 


& husband, as may be ſufficient to make you reliſh your 
lover. 


Mrs. Fain. You have been the cauſe that I have lov'd 
without bounds, and wou'd you ſet limits to that aver- 


{ fon, of which you have been the occaſion? * did you 
make me marry this man? 


Mira. Why do we daily commit age ad dan- 
If the fa- 


which you were apprehenſive, where .cou'd you have 
fix'd a father's name with credit, but on a husband? T 
knew Fainall to be a man layiſh of his morals, an inte- 


reſted and profeſſing friend, a falſe and a deſigning lover; 


yet one whoſe wit and outward fair behaviour, have 
gain'd a reputation with the town, enough to make that 
woman ſtand excus'd, who has ſuffer'd herſelf to be won 
by his addreſſes. A better man ought not to have been 
ſacrific'd to the occaſion; a worſe had not anſwer'd to the 
purpoſe. When you are weary of him, you know your 
remedy, 

Mrs. Fain. T ought to ſtand in ſome degree of credit 
with you, Mirabell. 
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Mira. In juſtice to you, I have made you privy to my N 
whole deſign, and put it in your pow'r to ruin or advance Me 
my fortune. ] 

Mrs. Fain. Whom have you inſtructed to repreſent you 
pretended uncle? 

Mira. Waitwell, my ſervant. 

Mrs. Fain. He is an humble ſervant to Foible my mo. 
ther's woman, and may win her to your intereſt. 

Mira. Care is taken for that She is won and worn 
by this time. They were marricd this morning. 

Mrs. Fain. Who ? 

Mira. Waitwell and Foible. I wou'd not tempt my 
ſervant to betray me by truſting him roo far. If you M. 
mother, in hopes to ruin me, ſhou'd conſent to marry my 


pretended uncle, he might, like Moſca in the Fox, Rand 00 
upon terms; ſo I made him ſure before-hand. E | 
Mrs. Fain. So, if my poor mother is caught in a con, to 


tra, you will diſcover the impoſture betimes ; and releaſ 
her by producing a certificate of her gallant's former mar- 
ria ge. 

Mira. Yes, upon condition that ſhe conſent to my mar. 
riage with her niece, and ſurrender the moiety of her for- 
tune in her poſſeſſion. | 1 

Mrs. Fain. She talk'd laſt night of endeavouring at: 
match between Millamant and your uncle. 

Mira. That was by Foible's direction, and my inſtruc- 
tion, that ſhe might ſeem to carry it more privately. 

Mrs. Fain. Well, J have an opinion of your ſucceſs; 
for I believe my lady will do any thing to get an husband 
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and when ſhe has this, which you have provided for her, . it, 
1 ſuppoſe ſhe will ſubmit to any thing to get rid of him, of 
Mira. Yes, I think the good lady would marry any) * 


thing that reſembl'd a man, though *twere no more than 2 f 
what a butler could pinch out of a napkin. 1 
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to my Mrs. Fain. Female frailty! we muſt all come to it, if 


dvance Ne live to be old, and feel the craving of a falſe appetite 
hen the true is decay'd. 

Mira. An old woman's appetite is deprav'd like that 

of a girl Tis the green ſickneſs of a ſecond child- 

hood; and like the faint offer of a latter ſpring, ſerves but 

to uſher in the fall; and withers in an affected bloom. 

Mrs. Fain. Here's your miſtre ſs. 


it your 


1y mo. 


| worn | 
SCENE V. 


a x o them] Mrs. MILLAMANT, Wrrwovp, Mixcixo. 


you Mira. ERE ſhe comes i'faith full ſail, with her fan 

y my 5 ſpread and ſtreamers out, and a ſhoal of 

ſand Wools for tenders Ha, no, I cry her mercy. | 
IE Mirs. Fain. I fee but one poor empty ſculler; and he 

con. 4 tows her woman after him. 

leak EE: Mira. You ſeem to be unattended, Madam, — You us'd 


1 to ha ve the Beaumond throng after you; and a flock of 


mar- 

gay fine perukes hovering round you. | 
mat. Pit. Like moths about a candle I had like to 
r for- - have loſt my compariſon for want of breath. 


Milla. O I have deny'd myſelf heirs to-day, I have 
E walk'd as faſt through the croud 


- Wit. As a favourite juſt diſgraced; and with as few 
ruc- ſollowers. 

E Milla. Dear Mr. Witwoud, truce with your fimilitudes:; 
eſs; for J am as ſick of em 
and, £ Wit. As a phyſician of a good air I cannot help 
her, it, Madam, tho? 'tis againſt myſelf. | 
„ Milla, Let again! Mincing, ſtand be d hi 
1M, We v=o 8 By and! tWeen me and his 
any : | Wit, 
han , Wit. Do, Mrs. Mineing, like a skreen beſore a great 


| fire. I confeſs I do blaze to-day, I am too bright. 
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| Mrs. Fain. But, dear Millamant, way were vou f 0, ! 
long ? you 
Milla. Long ! Lord, have I not made violent haſte? M 
have ask'd every living thing J met for you; I have lM N 
} quir'd after you, as after a new faſhion. M 


Pit. Madam, truce with your ſimilitudes No, you 
met her husband, and did not ask him for her. 
Mira. By your leave Witwoud, that were like enq, 
ring after an old faſhion, to ask a husband for his wife, 

Wit. Hum, a hit, a hit, a palpable hit, I confeſs it, 

Mrs. Fain. You were dreſs'd before I came abroad. 

Milla. Ay, that's true O but then I had —— 
Mincing, what had I? why was I ſo long? 

Minc. O Mem, your Los ſaid to peruſe a pacque 
of letters. 

Milla. O ay, W had letters——T am perſecu. 
ted with letters hate letters No body knows ho 
to write letters; and yet one has dem, one does not kno et 
why They ſerve one to pin up one's hair. 2 

Wit. Is that the way? pray, Madam, do you pin y Yo 
your hair with all your letters; I find I muſt keep copia 
| Milla. Only with thoſe in verſe, Mr. Witwoud. I bin 
ver pin up my hair with proſe. I think I try'd one for 
Mincing. | . 
Minc. O Mem, I ſhall never forget it. Lc 
Milla. Ay, poor Mincing, tift and tift all the morning, Wo 
Minc. Till I had the cramp in my fingers, J'll voy 
Mem. And all to no purpoſe. But when your Laſhij 
pins it up with poetry, it fits ſo pleaſant the next day a 
any thing, and is ſo pure and ſo crips. 
Fit. Indeed, ſo crips ? 
Minc. You're ſuch a critick, Mr. Witwoud. | 
Milla. Mirabell, did you take exceptions laſt night? 0 
ay, and went away 


Now I think on't I'm angry— MW" 
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0, now I think on't Pm pleas'd——for I believe I gave | 
you ſome pain. \ 
Mira. Does that pleaſe you ? | 
Milla. Infinitely; I love to give pain. 
Mira. You wou'd affe& a cruelty which is not in your 
ature; your true vanity is in the power of pleaſing. \ 
Milla. O J ask your pardon for that——One's cruelty {| 
s one's power, and when one parts with one's cruelty, 
Gone parts with one's power; and when one has parted | 
&with that, J fancy one's old and ugly. 
Mira. Ay, ay, ſuffer your cruelty to ruin the object of 
: our power, to deſtroy your lover—And then how vain, 
how loſt a thing you'll be? nay, ?tis true : you are no 
Ponger handſome when you've loſt your lover; your beau- 
Y dies upon the inſtant: for beauty is the lover's gift; *tis | 


Dacquet 


erſecy. ¶ he beſtows your charms Your glaſs is all a cheat. 
vs hoy ; The ugly and the old, whom the looking-glaſs mortifies, | 
 knoy 3 het after commendation can be flatter'd by it, and diſco- \ 


ver beauties in it: for that reflects our praiſes, rather than {| 
Pour face. 

| Milla. O the vanity of theſe men Fainall, d'ye hear 
Wim? if they did not commend us, we were not hand-. 
Wome! now you muſt know they cou'd not commend one, 
F one was not handſome. Beauty the lover's gift | 
WL ord, what is a lover, that it can give? why one makes 
Wlovers as faſt as one pleaſes, and they live as long as one 
Pieaſes, and they die as ſoon as one pleaſes: and then if 

ſone pleaſes one makes more. 

; Wit. Very pretty. Why you make no more of making 
gol lovers, Madam, than of making ſo many card-matches. 
Milla. One no more owes one's beauty to a lover, than 
one's wit to an eccho: they can but reflect what we look 
; Land ſay; vain empty things if we are ſilent or unſcen, 
Find want a being. 
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Mira. Yet, to thoſe two vain empty things, you ON 
two the greateſt pleaſures of your life. 

Milla How ſo? 

Mira. To your lover you owe the pleaſure of heariy 
yourſelves prais'd; and to an echo the pleaſure of hey. 
ing yourſelves talk. 

Pit. But I know a lady that loves talking ſo inceſſant 
ly, ſhe won't give an echo fair play; ſhe has that everl; 


col 


dies, before it can catch her laſt words. 
Milla. O fiction; Fainall, let us leave theſe men. 


Mira. Draw off Witwoud. 
[ Afide to Mrs. Fainall, 3 
Mrs. Fain. Tmmediately; I have a word or two u ©: 
Mr. Witwoud. | — 
| 1 
SCENE VI. 
MILLAMANT, MIRABELL, MINCING. 3 : 
Mira. I Wou'd beg a little private audience too - 3 
had the tyranny to deny me laſt night; th 
you knew I came to impart a ſecret to you that concert 
my love. 1 p 
Milla. You ſaw I was engag'd. | ; 
Mira. Unkind. You had the leiſure to entertain a ben 
of fools; things who viſit you from their exceſſive ide. 
neſs; beſtowing on your eaſineſs that time, which is the 
incumbrance of their lives. How can you find delight 
ſuch ſociety? it is impoſſible they ſhould admire you 
they are not capable: or if they were, it ſhou'd be to you © 
2 


as a morti fication; for ſure to pleaſe a fool is ſome cegret 


of folly. 
Milla. I pleaſe myſelf—Beſides, ſometim es to conver! 


with fools is for my health. 
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Mira. Your health! is there a worls diſeaſe than the 
converſation of fools ? 
Milla. Yes, the vapours; fools are phyſick for it, next 
to Aſſa-faetida. 
Mira. You are not in a courſe of fools ? 
| Milla. Mirabell, if you perſiſt in this offenſive freedom 
nceſſant. you'll difpleaſe me I think I muſt reſolve 
ever. after all, not to have you — ſhan't agree. | 
till li Mira. Not in our phyſick it may be. 
| Milla. And yet our diſtemper in all likelihood will be 
n. | the ſame; ſor we ſhall be ſick of one another. I ſhan't 
| endure to be reprimanded, nor inſtrufted ; 'tis ſo dull to 
Fainal, ¶ act always by advice, and ſo tedious to be told of one's 
two fo faults —I can't bear it. Well, I won't have you, Mirabell 
'm reſolv'd I think—You may go—-Ha, ha, ha. 
| What wou'd you give, that you cou'd help loving me? 
Mira. I wou'd give ſomething that you did not know, 
I cou'd not help it. 


Jou oy 


f hearing 
of heat. 


you ſay to me? 


bis wit, or a fortune by his honeſty, as win a woman with 
plain. dealing and ſincerity. 


violent and inflexible wiſe face, like Solomon at the di- 
viding of the child in an old tapeſtry hanging. 


a hell 
ve idle. 
is the 


light u you for a moment to be ſerious. 
e you 8 Milla. What, with that face? no, if you Keep your 
to you countenance, 'tis impoſſible I ſhou'd hold mine. Well, 


| after all, there is ſomething very moving in a love-fick 
Z face. Ha, ha, ha Well I won't laugh, don't be peeviſh 
— Heigho! now I'll be melancholy, as melancholy as a 
| Vatch-light, Well, Mirabell, if ever you will win me 


cegret 


nyer{ 


Milla. Come, don't look grave then. Well what do 


Mira. I fay that a man may as ſoon make a friend by 


Milla. Sententious Mirabell! prithee don't look with that 


Mira. You are merry, Madam, but I would perſuade 


| 
| 
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woo me now—Nay, if you are ſo tedious, fare you well, 
I fee they are walking away. 
Mira. Can you not find in the variety of your Aiſpoſ: 
tion one moment —— 
Milla. To hear you tell me Foible? 5 oy d, and Four 
| poor like to ſpeed —— No. 
Mira. But how you came to know it- 
Milla. Without the help of the devil, you can't ima. 
gine; unleſs ſhe ſhould tell me herſelf. Which of the two 
it may have been, I will leave you to conſider; and when 
you have done thinking of that, think of me. 


SCENE VII. 


MIRABELL alone. 


Mira. J Have ſomething more Gone Think of 
you! to think of a whirlwind, tho? *twere ina 
a wind, were a caſe of more ſteady contemplation; a 
very tranquillity of mind and manſion. A fellow that 
lives in a windmill, has not a more whimſical dwelling 
than the heart of a man that is lodg'd in a woman. There 
is no point of the compaſs to which they cannot turn, and 
by which they are not turn'd; and by one as well as an- 
other ; for motion, not method, is their occupation, To 
know this, and yet continue to be in love, is to be made 
wiſe from the dictates of reaſon, and yet perſevere to play 


the fool by the force of inſtint—O here come my pair 


of turtles, What, billing ſo ſweetly ! is not Valen- 
tine's day over with you yet? 


u well, 


diſpoſi. 


d your 


t ima. 
ne two 


| When 


ink of 
e ina 
on; a 
that 
elling 
There 
„ and 
s an- 

To 
made 
play 
pair 


alen- 
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SCENE vn. 


[To him] Warren, FOIBLE., 


Mira. 8 Waitwell, why ſure you think you were 
marry'd for your own recreation, and not for 


my conveniency. ä 
ait. Your pardon, fir. With ſubmiſſion, we have in- 
| deed been ſolacing in lawful delights; but ſtill with an eye 
| to buſineſs, fir. 
If ſhe can take your directions as readily as my inſtruRi- 
ons, fir, your affairs are in a proſperous way. 


I have inſtructed her as well as I could. 


Mira. Give you joy, Mrs. Foible. 
Foib, O- las, fir, Pm ſo aſham'd 


I'm afraid my 


lady has been in a thouſand inquietudes for me. But I 
| proteſt, ſir, I made as much haſte as I could. 


I/ait. That ſhe did indeed, — It was my fault that 


ſue did not make more. 


Mira. That I believe. 
Foib. But I told my lady as you inſtructed me, Gr r. 


| T hat J hed a proſpeR of ſeeing Sir Rowland your uncle; 
and that I wou'd put her ladyſhip's picture in my pocket 
to ſhew him; which I'll be ſure to ſay has made him ſo 
enamour'd of her beauty, that he burns with impatience 
| to lye at her ladyſhip's feet and worſhip the original. 


Mira. Excellent F — matrimony has made you elo- 


quent in love. 


Wait. T think ſhe has profited, fir. I think ſo. 
Foib. You have ſeen Madam Millamant, fir ? 
Mira. Yes. 


| Fiib. I told her, fir, becauſe I did not know that you 
might find an opportunity; ſhe had ſo much company 
| laſt night. 


1 2 
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Mire. Your — will merit more —— In the mean 
time— [Gives Money, 

Foib. O dear fir, your humble ſervant. 

Wait. Spouſe. | 

Mira. Stand off fir, not a penny Go on and pto. 
per, Foible The leaſe ſhall be made good and 
the farm ſtock'd, if we ſucceed. 

Foib. I don't queſtion your generoſity, fir: and you 
need nat doubt of ſucceſs. If you have no more con, 
mands, fir, I'll be gone; I'm ſure my lady is at her toi. 
let, and can't dreſs till I come. O dear, I'm ſure thx 
[Looking out.] was Mrs. Marwood that went by in a mask 
if ſhe has ſeen me with you I'm ſure ſhe'll tell my lady, 
Pl make haſte home and prevent her. Your ſervant, ſi, 
Bw'y Waitwell, 


SCENE M. 


MIRABELL, WAITWELL. 


Watt. SW Rowland if you pleaſe. The jade's ſo pen 
| upon her preferment ſhe forgets herſelf. 

Mira. Come fir, will you endeavour to forget yourſel 
——and transform into Sir Rowland. 

Wait. Why fir; it will be impoſſible I ſhou'd remem- 
ber myſelf — Marry'd, knighted and attended all in on: 
day! tis enough to make any man forget himſelf. The 
difficulty will be how to recover my acquaintance and fa 
miliarity with my former ſelf; and fall from my transfor. 
mation to a reformation into Waitwell. Nay, I ſhan't be 
quite the ſame Waitwell neither for now I remembe! 
me, I'm marry'd, and can't be my own man again. 

Ay, there's my grief ; that's the ſad change of life ; 
To loſe my title, and yet keep my wife, 
Eud of the ſecond act. 


AQ. op  Q Hol ww 
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ie mean | 
ns ACT: „„ . 
| A room in lady WiSHFORT'S houſe. 
nd pro. s 
od and Lady WisSHFORT at her toilet, PEG waiting. 
ad you LADY. 


Ss cam. Erciful, no news of Foible yet? 

= M Peg. No, Madam. 
Lady. J have no more patience—— If I have not fret- 
ted myſelf till I am pale again, there's no veracity in me. 
Fetch me the red——the red, do you hear, ſweet-heart? 
an errant aſh colour, as I'm a perſon, Look you how 
this wench ſtirs! why doſt thou not fetch me a little red? 
didſt thou not hear me, mopus ? | 
Peg. The red ratafia does your ladyſhip mean, or the 
| cherry-brandy ? | 
| Lady. Ratafia, fool. No, fool. Not the ratafia, fool 
Y Grant me patience! I mean the Spaniſh paper, ideot, 
| complexion darling. Paint, paint, paint, doſt thou un- 
derſtand that, changeling, dangling thy hands like bob- 
bins before thee? why doſt thou not ſtir, pupper? thou 


ſo pen 


2urſelf 


A: wooden thing upon wires. 
in on, Peg. Lord, Madam, your ladyſhip is ſo impatient 

The I cannot come at the paint, Madam, Mrs. Foible has lock'd 
nd ſa· it up, and carry'd the key with her. 
nsfor. Ws Lady. A pox take you both fetch me the — ; 
n't WF brandy then. 
amber: 
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SCENE II. 


Lady W 1SHFORT. 


3 as pale and as faint, I look like Mrs. Qualmſick the 
curate's wife, that's always breeding Wench, come, 
come, wench, what art thou doing, ſipping? taſting? ſave 
thee, doſt thou not know the bottle? 


SCENE III. 


Lady WisxForT, PEG with a bottle and Chiua cup, 


Adam, I was looking for a cup. 

Lady. A cup, fave thee, and what cup haſt 
thou brought! doſt thou take me for a fairy, to drink out 
of an acorn? why didſt thou not bring thy thimble? haſt 
thou ne*er a braſs-thimble clinking in thy pocket with a 
bit of nutmeg? I warrant thee. Come, fill, fall. 80 
again. See who that is [One knocks.) Set 
dovyn the bottle firſt. Here, here, under the table 
What, wou'dſt thou go with the bottle in thy hand like x 

tapſter. As I'm a perſon, this wench has liv'd in an inn 
upon the road, before ſhe came to me, like Maritornes 
the Aſturian in Don Quixote. No Foible yet? 

Peg. No Madam, Mrs. Marwood. | 

Lady. O Marwood, let her come in. Come in good 

Marwood. 


Peg. 


SCENE IV. 


[To them] Mrs. Maxwoop. 


Mrs. Mar. | ſurpriz'd to find your ladyſhip in diſt 
| bille at this time of day. 


iſha- 


| fidence. 
| I'm detected I'm undone. 
| wrought upon Foible to detect me, I'm ruin'd. Oh my 


: — Hark! I hear he: 
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| Zady. Foible's a loſt thing; has been abroad ſince mor- 


ning, and never heard of ſince. 
Mrs. Mar. I ſaw her but now, as I came mask'd * 


the park, in conference with Mirabell. 


Lady. With Mirabell! you call my blood into my face, 
with mentioning that traitor. She durſt not have the con- 
I ſent her to negotiate an affair, in which if 
If that wheadling villain has 


dear friend, I'm a wretch of wretches if I'm detected. 
Mrs. Mar. O Madam, you cannot ſuſpect Mrs. Foible's 


integrity. 
Lady. O, he carries poiſon in his tongue that wou'd 


corrupt integrity itſelf. If ſhe has given him an oppor- 


tunity, ſhe has as good as put her integrity into his hands. 
Ah dear Marwood, what's integrity to an opportunity ? 
Dear friend retire into my 
cloſet, that I may examine her with more freedom — 
You'll pardon me, dear friend, I can make bold with you 
There are books over the chimney Quarles 
and Pryn, and the Short View of the Stage, with Bun- 
yan's works to entertain you. o, you thing, and 
ſend her in. [To Peg. 


SCE NE SV; 


Lady W1SHFORT, FOIBLE. 


Lady. Foible, where haſt thou been? what haſt thou 
been doing? 
Foib. Madam, I have ſeen the party. 
Lady. But what haſt thou done? 
Foib. Nay, ?tis your ladyſhip has done, and are to do; 
I have only promis'd. But a man ſoenamour'd-——-ſg 
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are ſo carly abroad, or catering (ſays he) ferreting ſot 


marry a dra wer to have him poiſon'd in his wine. Pl 
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tranſported! well, if worſhipping of pictures be a ſin— 


Poor Sir Rowland, I ſay. 
Lady. The miniature has been counted like But haſt 


thou not betray'd me, Foible? haſt thou not detected me 
to that faithleſs Mirabell what hadſt thou to do with 
him in the park? anſwer me, has he got nothing out of 
thee ? 

Foib. So, the devil has been before- hand with me, what 
ſhall I ſay ?———alas, Madam, cou'd I help it, if I met 
that confident thing? was J in fault? if you had heard 
how he us'd me, and all upon your ladyſhip's account, 
I'm ſure you wou'd not ſuſpect my fidelity. Nay, if that 
had been the worſt T cou'd have born: but he had a fling 
at your ladyſhip too; and then ] cou'd not hold : but 

i'faith I gave him his own. | 

Lady. Me? what did the filthy fellow ſay? 

Foib. O Madam; tis a fhame to ſay what he ſaid —. 
With his taunts and his fleers, toſſing up his noſe. Humh 
(ſays he) what you are a hatching ſome plot (ſays he) you 


jo. * LAS gue "_ we RÞﬀ9Þ py 


ſome disbanded officer, I warrant . Half pay is but 
thin ſubſiſtance (ſays he) Well, what penſion does your 
lady propoſe? let me ſee (ſays he) what ſhe'muſt come 
down pretty deep 25 ſhe's ſuperannuated (ſays he) 
and— 

Lady. Ods my life, I'll have him, I'll have him mur- 
der'd. I'll have him poiſon'd. Where does he eat? II 


ſend for Robin from Lockets—— Immediately. 

vib. Poiſon him? poiſoning's too good for him. Starve 
him, Madam, ſtarve him; marry Sir Rowland, and get 
him diſinherited. O you wou'd bleſs yourſelf, to hear 


what he ſaid. 
Lady. A villain, ſuperannuated! 


a ſin— 


But haſt 
Hed me 
do with 
out of 


e, What 
f I met 
d heard 
count, 
if that 
a fling 
d: but 


d— 
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e) you 
g for 
is but 
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Poible: 


5 He has put me out of all patience. 
& poſe my features, to receive Sir Rowland with any oeco- 
nomy of face. 
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Fvib. Humh (fays he) I hear you are laying deſigns a- 
gainſt me too (ſays he) and Mrs. Millamant is to marry 


my uncle; (he does not ſuſpect a word of your ladyſhip;) 

but (ſays he) P11 fit you for that, I warrant you (lays he) 

vll hamper you for that (ſays he) you and your old frip- 
| pery too (ſays he) I'll handle you. 


Lady. Audacious villain! handle me, wou'd he durſt— 


F Frippery ? old frippery ! was there e ver ſuch a foul-mouth'd 
fellow? I'11 be marry'd to-morrow, I'll be contracted to- 


night. 


Foib. The ſooner the better, Madam. 
Lady. Will Sir Rowland be here, ſay'ſt thou? when, 


Foib. Incontinently, Madam. No new ſheriff 's wiſe 


: expects the return of her husband after knighthood, with 
that impatience in Which Sir Rowland burns for the dear 
E hour of kiſſing your ladyſhip's hand after dinner. 


Lady. Frippery! ſuperannuated frippery ! 11 frippery 


E the villain; I'll reduce him to frippery and rags: a tat- 
E terdemallion 
like a Long-Lane pent-houſe, or a gibbet-thief. A ſlan- 
E der-mouth'd railer! I warrant the ſpendthrift prodigal's 
in debt as much as the million lottery, or the whole court 
upon a birth-day. I'II ſpoil his credit with his taylor. 
= Yes, he ſhall have my neice with her fortune, he ſhall. 


I hope to ſee him hung with tatters, 


- Fiib. He! I hope to ſee him lodge in Ludgate firſt, and 


> I - angle in Black-Fryars for braſs farthings, with an old 


Lady. Ay dear Foible; thank thee for that, dear Foible. 
I ſhall never recom- 


This wretch has fretted me that I am ab- 
ſolutely decay'd. Look Foible. 


Fab, Your ladyſhip has frown'd a little too raſbly, in- 
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deed Madam. There are ſome cracks diſcernable in the 
white verniſh. | 

Lady. Let me ſee the glaſs—Cracks, ſay'ſt thou? why 
I am arrantly flea'd——1 look'd like an old peel'd wall, 
Thou muſt repair me, Foible, before Sir Rowland comes; 
or I ſhall never keep up to my picture. 

Foib. I warrant you, Madam; a little art once made 
your picture like you; and now a little of the ſame art 
muſt make you like your picture. Your picture muſt ſit 
for you, Madam. 

Lady. But art thou ſure Sir Rowland will not fail to 
come? or will not fail when he does come? will he be 
importunate, Foible, and puſh? for if he ſhou'd not be 
importunate I ſhall never break decorums—-1I ſhall 
die with confuſion, if I am forc'd to advance Oh 
no, I can never advance] ſhall ſwoon if he ſhould ex- 
peR advances. No, I hope Sir Rowland is better bred, 

than to put a lady to the neceſſity of breaking her fornm, 
I won't be too coy neither. I won't give him 
deſpair But a little diſdain is not amiſs; a little 
ſcorn is alluring. 

Foib. A little ſcorn becomes your ladyſhip. 

| Lady. Yes, but tenderneſs becomes me beſt—A ſort of 
a dyingneſs You ſee that a picture has a ſort of a 
Ha Foible? a ſwimmingneſs in the eyes — Ves, T'll 
look ſo My neice affects it; but ſne wants features. 
Is Sir Rowland handſome? let my toilet be remov'd 
Pl dreſs above. I'll receive Sir Rowland here. Ts he 
handſome? don't anſwer me. I won't know: T'll be 
ſurpriz'd. I'Il be taken by ſurprize. 

Foib. By ſtorm, Madam. Sir Rowland's a brisk man, 

Lady. Is he! O then he'll importune, if he's a brisk 
man. T ſhall fave decorums if Sir Rowland importunes. 
I have a mortal terror at the apprehenſion of offending a- 


© 38 
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gainſt decorums. O I'm glad he's a brisk man. Let my 
things be remoy*'d, good Foible. 


e in the 


u? why 
*d wall, 
| comes, 


SCENE VI. 


Mrs. FAINALL, FOIBLE. 


| Mrs. Fain. 


Ce made Foible, I have been in a fright, leſt 1 
ame art ſhou'd come too late. That devil, Mar- 
muſt it wood, ſaw you in the park with Mirabell, and Pm afraid 


vill diſcover it to my lady. 
fail to Foib. Diſcover what, Madam? | 
he be Mrs. Fain. Nay, nay, put not on that ſtrange face. I 


not be am privy to the whole deſign, and know that Waitwell, 
I ſhall to whom thou wert this morning marry'd, is to perſonate 
—0h WW Mirabell's uncle, and as ſuch, winning my lady, to in- 
11d ex. volve her in thoſe difficultics from which Mirabell only 
r bred, muſt releaſe her, by his making his conditions to have my 
PRE E couſin and her fortune left to her own diſpoſal. 

e hin WF Foib. O dear Madam, I beg your pardon. It was not 


little my confidence in your ladyſhip that was deficient; but I 
thought the former good correſpondence between your la- 
| dyſhip and Mr. Mirabell, might have hinder'd his com- 


ort of {WW municating this ſecret. 

— © Mrs. Fain. Dear Foible, forget that. 

„ II Fiib. O dear Madam, Mr. Mirabell is ſuch a ſweet 
tures. winning gentleman But your ladyſhip is the pat- 
—— [& tern of generoſity. Sweet lady, to be ſo good! Mr. Mi. 


Is he b rabell cannot chuſe but be grateful. I find your ladyſhip 
ll be bas his heart till. Now, Madam, I can ſafely tell your 

{ ladyſhip our ſucceſs, Mrs. Marwood had told my lady; 
"an, but I warrant I manag'd myſelf. I turn'd it all for the 
Orick better. I told my lady that Mr. Mirabell rail'd at her. 


mes. 


g a- 


T laid horrid things to his charge, I'll vow ; and my lady 
is ſo incens'd, that ſhe'll be contracted to Sir Rowland to- 
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night, ſhe ſays; — I warrant I work'd her up, that 


he may have her for asking for, as they ſay of a Welh 
maidenhead. 

Mrs. Fain. O rare Foible! 

Foib. Madam, I beg your ladyſhip to acquaint Mr. Mi. 
rabell of his ſucceſs. - I would be ſeen as little as poſſible 
to ſpeak to him beſides, I believe Madam Marwood 
watches me. She has a manth's mind; but I knoy 
Mr. Mirabell can't abide her. [ Cails.] John — remove 
my lady's toilet. Madam, your ſervant. My lady i 
ſo impatient, I fear ſne' Il come for me, if I ſtay. 

Mrs. Fein. I'll go with you up the back ſtairs, leſt 
ſhou'd meet her. 


SCENE VII. 


Mrs. MARWoOOD alone. 


Mrs. Mar. J Ndeed, Mrs. Engine, is it thus with you! 

are you become a go-between of this im- 
portance? yes, I thall watch you. Why this wench i 
the Paſ5-par-towte, a very maſter-key to every body's 
ſtrong box. My friend Fainall, have you carry'd it ſo 
ſwimmingly? I thought there was ſomething in it; but i 
ſeems tis over with you. Your loathing is not from 2 
want of appetite then, but from a ſurfeit. Elſe you coull 
never be ſo cool to fall from a principal to be an aſſiſtant; 


to procure for him! a pattern of generoſity, that I con- 


feſs. Well, Mr. Fainall, you have met with your match. 
O man, man! woman, woman! the devil's an 


aſs: if I were a painter, I would draw him like an ideot, 


2 driveler with a bib and bells. Man ſhou'd have his 
head and horns, and woman the reſt of him. Poor fimpk 
fiend! Madam Marwood has a month's mind, but he can't 
abide her——— *Twere better for him you had not been 


up, that 
a Welk 
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poſſible 
Larwood 
I knoy 
remove 
lady i 
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been 


E marrying than travelling at his years. 


make a very fit match. 


4 *tis your judgment, I'll think on't again. 
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his confeſſor in that affair; without you could have kept 


his counſel cloſer. I ſhall not prove another pattern of 
generoſity he has not oblig'd me to that with thoſe 


exceſſes of himſelf; and now Il have none of him. Here 


comes the good lady, panting ripe ; with a heart full of 
hope, and a head full of care, like any chymiſt upon the 
day of * 


SCENE VIII. 
[To her] Lady W1SHFORT. 


| Lady. O Dear Mar wood, what fhall I ſay for this rude 


But my dear friend is all 


forgetfulneſs 


goodneſs. 


Mrs. Mar. No apologies, dear Madam. I have been 


very well entertain'd. 


Lady. As I'm a perſon I am in a very chaos to think I 


1 fhou'd ſo forget myſelf But I have ſuch an olio of 
affairs really I know not what to do 
Al expect my nephew Sir Wilfull ev'ry moment too: 
hy Foible 
ment. 


Calls] Foible 


He means to travel for improve- 


Mrs. Mar. Methinks Sir Wilfull ſnou'd rather think of 
1 hear he is turn'd 


ol forty. 

| Lady. O he's in leſs danger of being ſpoil'd by his tra- 
vels I am againſt my nephew's marrying too 
young. It will be time enough when he comes back, 


and has acquir'd diſcretion to chuſe for himſelf. 


Mrs. Mar. Methinks Mrs. Millamant and he wou'd 
He may travel afterwards, Tis 
a thing very uſual with young gentlemen.. 

Lady. T promiſe you I have thought on't— And 1 
T aflure you 
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I will; I value your judgment extreamly. On my won has 
Pl! propoſe it. . 


SCENE IX. 


[To them] Foix. 


Lady. Sg come, Foible —T had forgot my te. 
phew will be here before dinner —T muf 

make haſte. 

Fijoib. Mr. Witwoud and Mr. Petulant are come to dite 

with your ladyſhip. 

Lady. O dear, I can't appear till I am dreſs'd. Dex 
Marwood ſhall I be free with you again, and beg youts 
entertain 'em. T'll make all imaginable haſte, Dear friend 

excuſe me. . 


SCENE X. 


TEES — P 
A 3 ˙ TIT © Youu © 


Mrs. Maxwoop, Mrs. MILLAMANT, MINCING. 


Milla. C Ure never any thing was ſo unbred as that od. 
ous man. ——Marwood, your ſervant. 

Mrs. Mar. You have a colour, what's the matter? 

Milla. That horrid fellow Petulant has provok'd me 
into a flame. I have broke my fan Mincing, 
lend me yours; is not all the powder out of my hair? 

Mrs. Mar. No. What has he done? | 

Milla. Nay, he has done nothing; he has only talk'd— 
Nay, he has ſaid nothing neither; but he has contradifed 
ev'ry thing that has been ſaid. For my part, I thought 
Witwoud and he wou'd have quarrell'd. 
Minc. I vow Mem, I thought once they wou'd have 
fitt. | | 

Milla, Well, tis a lamentable thing I ſwear, that one 
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MY wor has not the liberty of chuſing one's acquaintance as one 
does one's cloaths. 
Mrs. Mar. If we had that liberty, we ſhou'd be as wea- 
ry of one ſet of acquaintance, tho? never ſo good, as we 
are of one ſuit, tho” never ſo fine. A fool and a daily ſtuff 
you'd now and then find days of grace, and be worn for 
my ne. variety. 
—T mul Milla. I could conſent to wear * if they wou'd wear 
alike; but fools never wear out They are ſuch 
to din: BF Drap-de-berry things! without one cou'd give dem to one's 
| chamber-maid after a day or two. 
Dear Mrs. Mar. Twere better ſo indeed. Or what think 
; You 0 you of the play-houſe? a fine gay gloſſy fool ſhou'd be 
r frien given there, like a new masking habit, after the maſque- 
nde is over, and we have done with the diſguiſe. For a 
fool's viſit is always a diſguiſe; and never admitted by a 
= woman of wit, but to blind her affair with a lover of ſenſe. 
N If you wou'd but appear bare-fac'd now, and own Mi- 
© rabell; you might as eaſily put off Petulant and Wit- 
at od: i woud, as your hood and ſcarf. And indeed 'tis time, for 
the town has found it : the ſecret is grown too big for the 
# pretence : *tis like Mrs. Primly's great belly; ſhe may lace 
Kd mr it down before, but it burniſhes on her hips. Indeed, 
incing, a Millamant, you can no more conceal it, than my lady 
ir? strammel can her face, that goodly face, which in defi- 
. ance of her Rheniſh-wine tea, will not be comprehended 
k'd— in a mask. | 
dicted BE Milla. I'll take my death, Marwood, you are more cen- 
ought ſorious than a decay'd beauty, or a diſcarded toaſt ; Min- 
| cing, tell the men they may come up. My aunt is not 
| dreſſing here; their folly is leſs provoking than your ma- 
| lice, 


| * 
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SCENE XL. 


MILLAMANT, MARWOOD. 


Milla, HE town has found it. What has it found 
That Mirabell loves me is no more a ſecret, 
than it is a ſecret that you diſcover'd it to my aunt, 9 
than the reaſon why you diſcoverꝰd it is a ſecret, 
rs. Mar. You are nettl'd. | 

Milla. You're miſtaken. Ridiculous! 

Mrs. Mar. Indeed, my dear, you'll tear another fan, i 
you don't mitigate thoſe violent airs. 

Milla. O filly ! ha, ha, ha. I cou'd laugh immoderay 
ly. Poor Mirabel]! his conſtancy to me has quite de. 
ſtroy'd his complaiſance for all the world beſide. I ſwear, 
J never enjoin'd it him, to be ſo coy — If J had the 
vanity to think he wdu'd obey me; I wou'd command 
him to ſhew more gallantry.— Tis hardly well-bred t 
be ſo particular on one hand, and fo inſenſible on the 
other. But I deſpair to prevail, and ſo let him follow hi 
own way, Ha, ha, ha. Pardon me, dear creature, [ 
muſt laugh, ha, ha, ha; tho? I grant you ' tis a little bar 
_ ha, ha, ha. 

rs. Mar. What pity 'tis, ſo much fine mths and 
"ph with ſo ſignificant geſture, ſhou'd be ſo unhappic 
ly directed to miſcarry. | 

Milla. Hae ? dear creature I ask your pardon 


ſwear I did not mind you. | 
Mrs. Mar. Mr. Mirabell and you both may think it a 


1 


thing impoſſible, when J ſhall tell him by telling you 


Milla. O dear, what? for it is the ſame thing, if I heat 
Ha, ha, ha. 
Mrs. Mar. That I deteſt him, hate him, Madam. 
Milla, O Madam, why ſo do I—And yet the creature 
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loves me, ha, ha, ha. How can one forbear laughing to 
—T am a Sybil if I am not amaz'd to think 
what he can ſee in me. I'Il take my death, I think you 


are handſomer —and within a year or two as young. 


I you cou'd but ſtay for me, I ſhou'd overtake you 


ut that cannot be Well, that thought makes me me 


lancholic——Now Pl be ſad. | 
Mrs. Mar. Your merry note may be chang'd ſooner than 


you think. | | 
Milla. D'ye ſay fo? then I'm reſolv'd ll have a ſong 


| to keep up my ſpirits. 


SCENE XII. 


(To them] M1NCING. 


inc. 1 gentlemen ſtay but to comb, Madam; and 


will wait on you. 
Milla. Deſire Mrs. that is in the next room to 


ſing the ſong I wou'd have learnt yeſterday. You ſhall 
hear it, Madam 
it But 'tis agrecable to my humour. 


Not that there's any great matter in 


SONG. 


Set by Mr. Jo HN E cCLEs: 


I. 


OV F's but the frailty of the mind, 
When tis not with ambition join'd; 


| A ſickly flame, which if not fed expires ; 
| Aud feeding, waſtes in ſelf- conſuming fires. 


II. 
'Tis not to wound a wanton boy 
Or am" raus youth, that gives the jay; 
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But *tis the glory to have pierc'd a ſwain, 
For whom inferior beauties ſigh'd in vain. 
III. 
Then I alone the conqueſt prize, 
When I inſult a rival's eyes: 
If there's delight in love, tis when T ſee 
That heart which others bleed for, bleed for me. 


SCENE XIII. 


[To them] PETULANT, W1TwoUD. 


Milla. IS your animoſity compos'd, gentlemen ? 
Wit. Raillery, raillery, Madam, we haven 
animoſity —We hit off a little wit now and then, but 


no animoſity The Sean, out of wits is like the fall. 
ing out of lovers We agree in the main, like treble 
and baſe. Ha, Petulant ! 

Pet. Ay in the main—But when | I have a humour to 
contradict — — 

Wit. Ay, when he has a humour to contraditt, then! 
contradict too. What, I know my cue. Then we con. 
tradict one another like two battle-dores; for contradic- 
tions beget one another like Jews. 

Pet. If he ſays black's black If I have a humour to 
ſay tis blue Let that paſs All's one for that. 
If I have a humour to prove it, it muſt be granted. 

Wit. Not poſitively muſt But it may It may. 

Pet. Yes, it poſitively muſt, upon proof poſitive. 

Wit. Ay, upon proof poſitive it muſt ; but upon prooi 
preſumptive it only may. That's a logical diſtinction 
now, Madam. 

Mrs. Mar. I perceive your debates are of importanc; 
and very learnedly handled. 
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Pet. Importance is one thing, and learning's another; 
but a debate's a debate, that J aſſert. 
it. Petulant's an enemy to learning; he relies altoge- 
ther on his parts. 
Pet. No, I'm no enemy to learning; it won: not me. 
Mrs. Mar. That's a ſign indeed 'tis no enemy to you. 
Pet. No, no, *tis no —_— to any body, but them that 


have it. | 
Milla. Well, an iterate man's my averſion, I wonder 


at the impudence of any illiterate m, to offer to make 


love. 
Vit. That 1 confeſs I wonder at too. | 
Milla. Ah! to marry an ignorant! that can hardly read 


or write. 


Pet. Why ſhould a man be any further from being 
marry'd tho? he can't read, than he is from being hang'd. 


| The ordinary's paid for ſetting the pſalm, and the pariſn- 
| prieſt for reading the ceremony. And for the reſt, which 
is to follow in both caſes, a man may do it without book 


So all's one for that. 
Milla. D'ye hear the creature? Lord, here's e 


Vll be gone. 


SCENE XIV. 


| Sir WiLeUL Wrrwoup in a riding dreſs, Mrs. Makxwoop, 


PETULANT, W1TWOUD, FoorMAN. 


Vit. JN the name of Bartlemew and his fair, what have 


we here ? 
Mrs. Mar, Tis your brother, I fancy. Don't you 


know him? 


Wit. Not I— Tes, I think it is he——Pve almoſt for- 


got him; T have not ſeen him ſince the revolution. 
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rant with you in London; we ſhou'd count it toward ; 


Foot. Sit, my lady's dreſſing. Here's company; if you 
pleaſe to walk in, in the mean time. 
Sir Mil. Drefſing! what, 'tis but morning here I war: 


afternoon in our parts, down in Shropſhire———-Why 
then belike my aunt han't din'd "Oy friend? 

Foot. Your aunt, fir ? 

Sir Wil. My aunt, fir, yes my aunt, fir, and your lady 
fir; your lady is my aunt, fir=-why, what do'ſt thou ng 
know me, friend? why then fend ſome body hither thy 
does. How long haſt thou liv'd with thy lady, fellow, ha! 

Foot. A week, fir; longer than any body in the hou, 
except my lady's woman. 

Sir Wil. Why then belike thou doſt not know thy lady 
if thou ſee'ſt her, ha, friend? 

Foot. Why truly ſir, I cannot ſafely ſwear to her fat 
in a morning, before ſhe is dreſs'd. *Tis like I may gir 
a ſhrewd gueſs at her by this time. 

Sir Wil. Well, prithee try what thou canſt do; if tho 
canſt not gueſs, enquire her out, do'ſt hear, fellow ? ail 
tell her, her nephew, Sir Wilfull Witwoud, is in ti 
houſe, 

Foot. I ſhall, fir. 

Sir Wil. Hold ye, hear me, friend; a word with youu 
your ear, prithee who are theſe gallants? 

Fost. Really, fir, I can't tell; here come 2 he 


'tis hard to know em all. 
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- if ; 
Fe 125 SCENE XV. 


re I war. Sir WiLFULL WIrwoup, PETULANT, Wrrwoup, | 


toward | Mrs, MarwooD. 
—-Wh Sir il. © jw this fellow knows leſs than a ſtarling; I 
riend? don't think a' knows his own name. 


Mrs. Mar. Mr. Witwoud, your brother is not behind 


our lady, hand in forgetfulneſs I fancy he has forgot you too. 
thou ng Wit. T hope fo The devil take him that remem- 
ther tha bers firſt, I ſay. 


low, ha) 
he houle 


Sir Vil. Save you gentlemen and lady. 
Mrs. Mar. For ſhame, Mr. Witwoud ; why won't you 
| ſpeak to him? And you, fir, 

Wit. Petulant ſpeak. 
Pet. And you, fir. | | 
Sir Wil. No offence, J hope. [Salutes Marwood. 


thy lady 


her fac 


may git Mrs. Mar. No ſure, fir. 

Wit. This is a vile dog, I ſee that already. No offence ! 
; if ta ba, ha, ha, to him; to him, Petulant, ſmoke him. 
ow? ail Pet. It ſeems as if you had come a journey, fir; hem, 


hem. [Surveying Fn round. 
Sir Wil. very likely, ſir, that it may ſeem ſo. 

Pet. No offence, J hope, fir, 

th you Vit. Smoke the boots, the boots; Petulant, the boots; 
ha, ha, ha. 

Sir Wil. May be not, fir; thereafter as 'tis meant, fir. 
Pet. Sir, I preſume upon the information of your boots. 
dir Wil. Why, 'tis like you may, fir: if you are not ſa- 
# tisfy*d with the information of my boots, fir, if you will 
ſtep to the ſtable, you may enquire further of my horſe, 
fir. 
Pet. Your horſe, fir! your horſe is an aſs, fir! 
Sir Wil. Do you ſpeak by way of offence, fir? 
Mrs. Mar, The gentleman's merry, that's all, ſir 
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S'life, we ſhall have a quarrel betwixt an horſe and an 
aſs, before they find one another out. You muſt not take 
any thing amiſs from your friends, fir. You are among 
your friends, here, tho? it may be you don't know it 
If I am not miſtaken, you are Sir Wilfull Witwoud. 

Sir Wil. Right lady; I am Sir Wilfull Witwoud, ſo] 
write myſelf; no offence to any body, IT hope; and fe- 
phew to the lady Wiſhfort of this manſion. 

- Mrs. Mar. Don't you know this gentleman, fir ? 

Sir Wil. Hum! what, ſure 'tis not——Yea by'r lady, 
but *tis——*Sheart I know not whether 'tis or no Ven 
but *tis, by the Rekin. Brother Antony! what Tony, 
| faith ! what do'ſt thou not know me? by'r lady nor! 
thee, thou art ſo becravated, and ſo beperriwig'd——— 
*Sheart why do'ſt not ſpeak? art thou overjoy'd ? 

Vit. Odſo brother, is it you? your ſervant, brother. 

Sir Wil. Your ſervant! why yours, fir. Your ſervatt 
again -'Sheart, and your. friend and ſervant to that— 
And a - (uff) and a flap dragon for your ſervice, fi: 
and a hare's foot, and a hare's ſcut for your ſervice, ſit; 
an you be ſo cold and ſo courtly ! 

Wit. No offence, I hope, brother. 

Sir Vil. *Sheart, ſir, but there is, and much offence, — 
A pox, is this your Inns O*court breeding, not to know 
your friends and your relations, your elders, and your 
betters ? | 

Fit. Why, brother Wilful of lakes, you may be a: 
ſhort as a Shrewsbury cake, if you pleaſe. But I tell you 
tis not modiſh to know relations in town. You think 
you're in the country, where great lubberly brothers ſlab- 
ber and kiſs one another when they meet, like a call of 
ſerjeants ' Tis not the faſhion here; 'tis not indeed, 
dear brother. 
Sir Wil. The faſhion's a fool; and you're a fop, dear 
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| friends round the Rekin. 
| and Dawks's letter, and the Weekly Bill, till of late days. 
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brother. Sheart, I have ſuſpected this By'r lady I con- 
jectur'd you were a fop, ſince you began to change. the 


| file of your letters, and write in a ſcrap of paper gilt 


round the edges, no bigger than a ſabpaena. I might ex- 


| pe& this when you left off Honour'd Brother; and hoping 


you are in good health, and ſo forth—To begin with a 
Rat me, knight, I'm ſo ſick of a laſt night's debauch—o'ds 
heart, and then tell a familiar tale of a cock and a bull, 
and a whore and a bottle, and ſo conclude —— You cou'd 
write news before you were out of your time, .when you 
liv'd with honeſt Pumple-noſe, the attorney of Furnival's 
Inn vou cou'd intreat to be remember'd then to your 
We could have gazettes then, 


Pet. life, Witwoud, were you ever an attorney's 


| clerk? of the family of the Furnivals. Ha, ha, ha! 


Wit. Ay, ay, but that was but for a while. Not long, not 


long; pſha w, I was not in my own power then. Anorphan, 


and this fellow was my guardian ; ay, ay, I was glad to 
conſent to that man to come to London. He had the diſ- 
poſal of me then. If I had not agreed to that, I might 


| have been bound pretence to a felt-maker in Shrewsbury; 


this fellow would have bound me to a maker of felts. 
Sir 7/11. Sheart, and better than to be bound to a ma- 
ker of fops ; where, I ſuppoſe, you have ſery'd your time; 


and now you may ſet up for yourſelf, 


Mrs. Mar. You intend to travel, fir, as I'm inforin'd. 

Sir Wil. Belike I may, Madam. I may chance to fail 
upon the ſalt ſeas, if my mind hold. 

Pet. And the wind ſerve. - | 

Sir Wil. Serve or not ſerve, I ſhan't ask licenſe of you, 
ir; nor the weather-cock your companion. I direct my 


_ diſcourſe to the lady, fir; 'tis like my aunt may have told 


you, Madam-—Yes, I have ſettl'd my concerns, I may 
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fay now, and am minded to ſee foreign patts. If an how 
that the peace holds, whereby that is taxes abate. 

Mrs. Mar. I thought you bad deſigned for OY atall 
adventures. 

Sir Fil. I can't tell that; *tis like I may, and "tis like I 
may not. Tam ſomewhat dainty in making a reſolution, 
—— becauſe when I make it I keep it. I don't ſtand hill 


I, ſhall I, then; if I ſay't, I'll do't : but I have thought; 


to tarry a ſmall matter in town, to learn ſomewhat of your 
lingo firſt, before I croſs the ſeas. I'd gladly have a ſpice 
of your French, as they ſay, my to hold diſcourſe in 
foreign countries. 

Mrs. Mar. Here's an academy in town for that uſe, 

Sir Wil. There is? 'tis like there may. 

Mrs. Mar. No doubt you will return very much im. 
prov'd. 

Wit. TS, refin'd like a Dutch skipper from a whale 
filing. 


SCENE XVI. 


[To them] Lady WisHeroRT and FAINALL, 


Lady. Ephew, you are welcome. 
.Y S&ir Wil. Aunt, your ſervant. 

Fain. Sir Wilfull, your moſt faithful ſervant. 

Sir Wil. Couſin Fainall, give me your hand. 

Lady. Couſin Witwoud, your ſervant; Mr. Petulant, 
your ſervant Nephew, you are welcome again, 

Will you drink any thing after your journey, nephew, 
before you eat? dinner's almoſt ready. 

Sir Wil. I'm very well I thank you, aunt how- 
ever, I thank you for your courteous offer. *Sheart I was 
afraid you wou'd have been in the faſhion too, and have 
remember*d to have forgot your relations. Here's your 


an how 


Ace at all 


tis like ! 
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bought; 
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| boots here 

| ſhall ſtay for you 

| you'll pardon him, Madam, 
walk? Marwood'? 
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couſin Topy, belike, I * call bim brother for ſear of 
offence, 

Lady. O he's a railer, „5 coulin's A vit: 5 
And your great wits always rally their beſt friends to 
chuſe. When you have been abroad, nephew, you'll un- 
derſtand raillery better. 

[ Fain. and Mrs. Marwood talk apart. 

Sir Wil. Why then let him hold his tongue in the mean 


| time; and rail when that day comes, 


SCENE XVII. 


[To them] M1NCING. 


EM, I come to acquaint your laſhip that 
dinner is impatient. 
Sir Vil. Impatient? why then belike it won't ſtay till 


| pull off my boots. Sweet - heart, can you help me to a 
pair of ſlippers— My man's with his horſes, I warrant. 


Lady. Fie, ſie, nephew, you wou'd not pull off your 
Go down into the hall Dinner 
My nephew's a little unbred, 
Gentlemen will you 


Mrs. Mar. I'Il follow you, Madam, — Before Sir Wil- 
full is ready. 


SCENE XVII. 


MARWOO PD, FAINAL I. 


Fain, IT Hx then Foible's a bawd, an errant, rank 

match making bawd. And I it ſeems am a 
husband, a rank- husband; and my wife a very errant, 
rank- wife, —all in the way of the world. Sdeath to be 
a cuckold by * a cuckold in embrio? ſure I 
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was born with budding antlers like a young ſatyr, or a 
citizen's child. ?Sdeath to be out-witted, to be out-jilted 
——out-matrimony'd, ——If I had kept my ſpeed like a 
ſtag, *twere ſomewhat, ——but to crawl after, with my 
horns like a ſnail, and be out-ſtripp'd by my wife — tis 
ſcurvy wedlock. 

Mrs. Mar. Then ſhake it off, you have often wiſh' 
for an opportunity to part ;——and now you have it. 
But firſt prevent their plot, the half of Millamant's 
fortune is too conſiderable to be parted with, to a foe, to 


Mirabell. 


Fain. Dam him, that had been mine — had you not 
made that fond diſcovery—That had been forfeited, had 
they been married. My wife had added luſtre to my horns, 
by that encreaſe of fortune, I cou'd have worn ?em tipt 
with gold, tho? my forehead had been furniſh'd like a de. 
puty-licutenant's-hall, 

Mrs. Mar. They may prove a cap of maintenance to 
you ſtill, if you can away with your wife. And ſhe's no 

worſe than when you had her I dare ſwear ſhe had gi 

ven up her game, before ſhe was marry'd. | 

Fain. Hum! that may be | 

Mrs. Mar. You married her to keep you; and if you 
can contrive to have her keep you better than you expec- 
ted; why ſhould you not keep her longer than you in- 
tended ? 

Fain, The means, the means. 

Mrs. Mar. Diſcover to my lady your wife's conduct; 
threaten to part with her —My lady loves her, and 
will come to any compoſition to ſave her reputation. Take 
the opportunity of breaking it, juſt upon the diſcovery of 
this impoſture. My lady will be enrag'd beyond bounds, 
and facrifice neice, and fortune, and all at that conjuncture. 
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before; ſo bringing none to me, ſhe can take none from 
me; *tis againſt all rule of play, that I ſhould loſe to one, 


| Who has not wherewithal to ſtake. 
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And let me alone to keep her warm; if ſhe ſhou'd flag in 


ber part, I will not fail to prompt ber. 


Fain. Faith this has an appearance. 
Mrs. Mar. I'm ſorry I hitited to my lady to endeavour 
a match between Millamant and Sir Wiltull, that may be 


an obſtacle. 
Fain. O for that matter leave me to manage him; Pl 


| diſable him for that, he will drink like a Dane: after din- 
ner, 1'11 ſet his hand in. | 


Mrs. Mar. Well, how do you ſtand affected towards 


your lady? | 
Fain, Why faith I'm thinking of it. Let me ſee—1 


am marry'd already; ſo that's over—My wife has plaid 
| the jade with me Well, that's over too—- I never lov'd 
| her, or if I had, why that wou'd have been over too by 
this time —Jealous of her I cannot be, for I am certain; 
ſo there's an end of jealouſie. 
| ſhall be No, there's no end of that; no, no, that were 
too much to hope. Thus far concerning my repole. Now 
| for my reputation, 


Weary of her, I am and 


—— As to my own, I marry'd not 


for it ; ſo that's out of the queſtion. —And as tomy 
Why ſhe had parted with her's 


Mrs. Mar. Beſides you forget, marriage is honourable. 
Fain. Hum! faith and that's well thought on; marriage 


is honourable, as you ſay; and if ſo, wherefore ſhould 
| cuckoldom be a diſcredit, being deriv'd from fo honour. 


able a root? 


Mrs. Mar. Nay I know not; if the root be honourable, 


| Why not the branches? 


Fin. So, ſo, why this point's clear. Well, how do 
We proceed? 
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Mrs: Mar. I will contrive a letter which ſhall be de. 
liver'd to my lady at che dime when that raſcal who is ty 
act Sir Rowland is with her. It ſhall come as from a; 
unknown hand for the leſs I appear to know of th 
truth, the better I can play the incendiary. Beſides, | 
wou'd not have Foible provok'd if I cou'd help it. 
becauſe you know ſhe knows ſome paſſages may 
expect all will come out But let the mine be ſprum 
firſt, and then I care not if I am diſcover'd. 

Fain. If the worſt come to the work,- PU tum 
my wife to graſs I have already a deed of ſettl 
ment of the beſt part of her eſtate ; which I wheadl'd ou 
of her; and that you ſhall partake at leaſt, 

Mrs. Mar. I hope you are convinc'd that I hate Min- 
bell now : you'll be no more jealous ? 

Fain. Jealous, no, hy this kiſs let husbands be je 
lous; but let the lover ſtill believe: or if he doubt, ti 
be only to endear his pleaſure, and prepare the joy tht 
follows, when he proves his miſtreſs true. But let hu: 
bands doubts convert to endleſs jealouſy ; or if they hav 
belief, let it corrupt to ſuperſtition, and blind credulity, 
I am ſingle, and will herd no more with em. True, 
wear the badge, but I'll diſown the order. And ſince! 
take my leave of em, I care not if I leaye em a comma 
motto to their common creſt, 


All husbands muſt, or pain, or ſhame, endure ; 
The wiſe too jealous are, fools too ſecure. 


End of the third AR, 
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"THE WAY or THE WORLD, 
ACT IV. SCENE IL 
[SCENE covinus.] 


Lady Wisnroxr and Fol x. 


LADY. 


F Sir Rowland coming i thou, Foible ? and ave 


things in order? 
Foid. Yes, Madam. I have put wax- lights in the ſcon- 


| cs; and plac'd the footmen in a row in the hall, in their 


| beſt liveries, with the coachman and poſtilion to fill up the 


te Min. 


s be jex 
At, let i 
joy that 
let hu. 
ey han 
edulity, 
True,! 
| ſince] 
Ommen 


| equipage. 


Lady. Have you pullvill'd the coachman and poſtilion, 


| that they may not ſtink of the ſtable, when Sir Rowland 
comes by? 


Foib. Yes, Madam. | 
Lady. And are the dancers and the muſic ready, that he 


| may be entertain'd in all points with correſpondence to 
kis paſſion ? 


Fob. All is ready, Madam. 
Lady. And well and how do I look, F oible? 
Foib. Moſt killing well, Madam. 
Lady. Well, and how ſhall I receive him? in what fi- 


gure ſhall I give his heart the firſt impreſſion? there is a 


| great deal in the firſt impreſſion. 
| won't fit 


Shall I fit !——No, I 
III walk——ay I'll walk from the door 
upon his entrance; and then turn full upon him 


| No, that will be too ſudden. I'll lye— ay, I'll lye down 
I'll receive him in my little dreſſing-room, there's a 


couch— Yes, yes, I'll give the firſt impreſſion on a couch 
Al won't lye neither, but loll and lean upon one el- 


| bow; with one foot a little dangling off, jogging in a 


* 


71 


„ 


„ Oe Ng tr 


— 
—_ 
2 and. . 8 5 === = f 
N „EF 

1 — — * — — — =_ * TIA 3 

2 32 e —B = ME Rs _ \ 

: ; 2 =. Lee tt "FEET Edt ny =X — = - 

» = - — — — — 

, = — == 
. = 1 a IT * 


—— Ae 
r — 


Me _—_ —_——— 
—— = 5 = -— = . — 
IS DEC LOOT] — —— 2 oo —— r — — mt * = on — — — 
—: ogg, "IS. PIES — 
LE _— 8 — —— 
— — — —— —— — — 
r — —ͤ— 


rr = 
Cale WITS 
r 2 — ms a 


—_— == 
Mine ta 

an 

EPL 


— — 


8 = eats + I 


EEE: 
th r 
8 


2 THE WAY OF THE WORLD. 


thoughtful way —Yes—and then as ſoon as he appear 
ſtart, ay, ſtart and be ſurpriz'd, and riſe to meet him in: 
pretty diſorder ——Yes,—O, nothing is more alluring thy 
a levee from a couch in ſome confuſion—It ſhe ws the fog 
to advantage, and furniſhes with bluſhes, and re· compo. 
ſing airs beyond compariſon. Hark! there S a coach. 

Foib. Tis he, Madam. 

Lady. O dear, has my nephew made his addreſſes ty 
Millamant? I order'd him. 

Foib. Sir Wilfull is ſet in to arinking, Madam, in the 
parlour. 

Lady. Ods my life, I'll ſend him to her. Call her down 
Foible; bring her hither. I'Il ſend him as I go—Whea 
they are together, then come to me Foible, that I may 
not be too long alone with Sir Rowland. 


SCENE II. 


Mrs. MILLAMANT, Mrs. FAINALL, FOIBLE. 


Foib. MA I ſtay'd here, to tell your lady ſhip thi 

Mr. Mirabell has waited this half hour for a 
opportunity to talk with you. Tho' my lady's orden 
were to leave you and Sir Wilfull together. Shall I tel 
Mr. Mirabell that you are at leiſure ? 

Milla. No What wou'd the dear man have ? Tan 
thoughtful, and wou'd amuſe myſelf, ——bid him come 
another time. | 

There never yet was woman made, 
Nor ſhall, but to be curs'd. 
[Repeating and walking about. 


That's hard! 

Mrs. Fain. You are very fond of Sir John Suckling to- 
day, Millamant, and the poets. 
Milla. He? ay, and filthy verſes So I am. 


appean 
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Foib, Sir Wilfull is coming; Madam. Shall I fad Mr. 
Mirabell away? 

Milla. Ay, if you pleaſe, Foible, ſend him away, or 
ſend him hither,.—juſt as you will, dear Foible. 1 
think Vil fee him — Shall JI? ay, let the wretch come. 

Thyrſis, a youth of the inſpired train. [ Repeating. 
Dear Fainall, entertain Sir Wilfull Thou haſt phi- 
loſophy to undergo a fool, thou art marry'd and haſt pa- 
tience—— I would confer with my own thoughts. 

Mrs. Fain. J am oblig'd to you, that you would make 
me your proxy in this affair; but I have buſineſs of my 
own. 


SCENE BE 
[To them] Sir WILFULL. 


Sir Wilfull; you are come at the critical 
inſtant. There's your miſtreſs up to the 


ears in love and contemplation, purſue your point, now or 


never. | 
Sir Wil. Yes; my aunt will have it lo, I would 


gladly have been encourag'd with a bottle or two, becauſe 
I'm ſomewhat wary at firſt, be- ¶ This while Milla. walks a- 


| fore I am acquainted ;—But I | bout repeating to herſelf. 
| hope, after a time, I ſhall break my mind- 
| upon further acquaintance 
| ſin, I'll take my leave 
make my excuſe, I'll return to my company. 


that is 
So for the preſent, cou- 
If ſo be you'll be ſo kind to 


Mrs. Fain. O fie, Sir Wilfull! what, you muſt not be 
daunted. 

Sir Wil. Daunted, no, that's not it, it is not ſo much for 
for if ſo be that I ſet on't, I'll dot. But only 


for the preſent, 'tis ſufficient ?till further acquaintance, 
your ſervant. 
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Mrs. Fain. Nay, I'll ſwear you fhall never loſe ſo fa. 


vourable an opportunity, If I can help it. Ill leave you 
together, and lock the door. | 


SCENE IV. 


Sir WiLFULL, MILLAMANT. 


Sir Pil. AY, nay couſin, I have forgot my 
gloves, — What Pye do? *ſheart a'hay 
lock'd the door indeed, I think Nay, couſin Fain- 
all, open the door——Pſhaw, what a vixon trick is this? 
Nay, now a'has ſeen me too Couſin, I made 
bold to paſs thro? as it were II think this door's in- 
chanted 

Milla. [repeating.] 

T prithce ſpare me, gentle boy, 
Preſs me no more for that ſlight toy. 

Sir Wil. Anan ? couſin, your ſervant. 

Milla. ——That fooliſh trifle of a heart 
— Wilfull! 

Sir Wil. Jes your ſervant. No offence, 1 hope, 
couſin. 

Milla. [repeating.} 

I fwear it will not do its part, 
Tho' thou doſt thine, employ'ſt thy power and art. 
Natural, eaſy Suckling ! 

Sir Wil. Anan? Suckling? no ſuch Suckling neither 
couſin, nor ſtripling: I thank heav'n, I'm no minor. 

Milla. Ah ruſtick, ruder than Gothick. 

Sir Wil. Well, well, I ſhall underſtand your lingo one 
of theſe days, couſin, in the mean while I muſt anſwer in 
plain Engliſh. 

Milla. Have you ary buſineſs with me, Sir Wilfull ? 

Sir Wil. Not at preſent, couſin, Les, I made bold to 


o fa. 
ou 


THE WAY OF THE WORLD, 75 
ſee, to come and know if that how you were diſpoſed to 
fetch a walk this evening, if ſo be that I might not be 
troubleſome, I would have fought a walk with you. 

Milla. A walk? what then? 

Sir Wil. Nay nothing ———Only for the walks fake, 
that's all 

Milla. I nauſeate walking; 'tis a country diverſion, I 
loath the country and every thing that relates to it. 

Sir Wil. Indeed! hah! look ye, look ye, you do? nay, 


tis like you may —Here are choice of paſtimes here 


in town, as plays and the like, that muſt be confeſs'd in- 
deed. .. 

Milla. Ah letowrdie ! I hate the town too. 

Sir Wil. Dear heart, that's much Hahl that you 
ſhould hate em both! hah! tis like you may; there are 
ſome can't reliſh the town, and others can't away with 
the country. tis like you may be one of thoſe, couſin. 

Milla. Ha, ha, ha. Yes, tis like I may. You have 
nothing further to ſay to me ? 

Sir Wil. Not at preſent, couſin, —--Tis like when I 
have an opportunity to be more private, I may break 
my mind in ſome meaſure. I conjecture you partly 
gueſs.— However, that's as time ſhall try. But ſpare to 
ſpeak and ſpare to ſpeed, as they ſay. 

Milla. If it is of no great importance, Sir Wilſull, you 
will oblige me to leave me: I have juſt now a little buſi 
neſs. 

Sir V. Enough, enough, couſin: yes, yes, all a caſe— 
When you're diſpos'd, when you're diſpos'd. Now's as 
well as another time; and another time as well as now. 
All's one for that,-—Yes, yes, if your concerns call you, 
there's no haſte ; it will Keep cold as they ſay— Couſin, 
your ſervant.— think this door's lock'd. 

Milla, You may go this way, fir, 
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Sir Wil. Your ſervant, then with your * I'll return no 

to my company. I: 

Milla. Ay, ay; ha, ha, ha. | | 

Like Phoebus ſung the no leſs am?rous boy. wi 

5 <0 | otl 

SCENE V. f 

ä „ ſha 

MILLAMANT, MIRABEL I. 3 

Mira. IKE Daphne ſpe, as lovely and as coy. my 

| Do you lock yourſelf up from me, to make ber 
my ſearch more curious? or is this pretty artifice contriv'd, do 

j to ſignify that here the chace muſt end, and my purſuit be bel 

/ crown'd, for you can fly no further? ” 
Milla. Vanity! no—Pll fly and be follow'd to the laſt 8 

ö moment, tho? I am upon the very verge of matrimony, 1 An 

: expect you ſhould ſollicit me as much as if I were wa. pot 

| vering at the grate of a monaſtery, with one foot over the 4 

| threſhold. Vl be ſollicited to the very laſt, nay and af- : 
|| terwards. Sw. 
' | | Mira. What, after the laſt ; 0 | me! 
= Milla. O, I ſhould think I was poor and had nothing 2 
to beſtow, if I were reduc'd to an inglorious eaſe; and mi! 

| Freed from the agreeable fatigues of ſollicitation. | and 
Mr-'ra. But do not you know, that when favours are con- Sur 

| ferr'd upon inſtant and tedious ſollicitation, that they di- and 

| miniſh in their value, and that both the giver loſes the pro 
grace, and the receiver leſſens his pleaſure ? ano 
= Milla, It may be in things of common application; but ap 
never ſure in love. O, I hate a lover, that can dare to let 
\ think he draws a moment's air, independent on the boun- wh 
ty of his miſtreſs. There is not ſo impudent a thing in 4 
nature, as the ſawcy look of an aſſured man, confident of 2 : 


| ſucceſs. The pedantic arrogance of a very husband, has 


de 
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not ſo pragmaticalan air. Ah! I'Il never. marry, unleſs 
Iam firſt made ſure of my will and pleaſure. 

Mira. Would you have 'em both before marriage? or 
will you be contented with the firſt n and ſtay for the 
other 'till aſter grace? 

Milla. Ah don't be Wee My dear liberty, 
ſhall I leave thee? my fait hſul ſolitude, my darling con- 
templation, muſt I.bid you then adieu? ay-h adieu 
my morning thoughts, agreeable wakings, indolent ſlum- 
bers, all ye douceurs, ye Someils du Matin, adieu I can't 
do't, *tis more than impoſſible Poſitively Mira- | 
bell, I'll lye a-bed in a morning as long as I pleaſe. | 

Mira. Then I'll get up in a morning as early as I pleaſe. 

Milla. Ah! idle creature, get up when you will 
And d'ye hear, ] won't be call'd names after I'm marry'd; 
politively I won't be called names. 

Mira. Names! 

Milla. Ay, as Wife, Spouſe, my Dear, 2G Jewel, Love, 
Sweetheart, and the reſt of that nauſeous cant, in which 
men and their wives are ſo fulſomly familiar, ſhall 
never bear that Good Mirabell don't let us be fa- 
miliar or fond, nor kiſs before folks, like my lady Fadler 

and Sir Francis: nor go to Hide-Park together the firſt 
Sunday in a new chariot, to provoke eyes and whiſpers; 
and then never be ſeen there together again; as if we were 
proud of one another the firſt week, and aſham'd of one 
another ever aſter. Let us never viſit together, nor go to 
a play together, but let us be very ſtrange and well bred: 
let us be as ſtrange as if we had been married a great 
While; and as well bred as if we were not marry'd at all. 

Mira. Have you any more conditions to offer? hither- 
to your demands are pretty reaſonable. 

Mila. Trifles, As liberty to pay and receive vi- 


— 


fits to and from whom I pleaſe; to write and receive let- 


L 
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ters, without interrogatories or wry faces on your part; 
to wear what i pleaſe; and chuſe converſation with re. 
gard only to my own taſte; to have no obligation upon 
me to converſe with wits that I don't like, becauſe they 
are your acquaintance; or to be intimate with fools, be- 
cauſe they may be your relations. Come to dinner when 
T pleaſe, dine in my dreſſing room when I'm out of hy. 
mour, without giving a reaſon. To have my cloſet in- 
violate; to be ſole empreſs of my tea-table, which you 
muſt never preſume to approach without firſt asking leave. 
And laſtly, where-ever I am, you ſhall always knock at 
the door before you come in. Theſe articles ſubſerib'd, 
if T continue to endure you a little longer, I may by de- 
grees dwindle into a wife. 

Mira. Your bill of fare is ſomething advanc'd in this 
latter account. Well, have I liberty to offer conditions 
That when you are dwindled into a wife, I may 
not be beyond meaſure enlarg'd into a husband. 

Milla. You have free leave, propoſe your utmoſt, ſpeak 
and fpare not. 

Mira. I thank you. Inprimis then, I covenant that 
your acquaintance be general; that you admit no ſworn 
confident, or intimate of your own ſex ; no ſhe-friend to 
skreen her affairs under your countenance, and tempt you 
to make trial of a mutual ſecrefy. No decoy-duck to 
wheadle you a fop—ſcrambling to the play in a mask—— 
"Then bring you home in a pretended fright, when you 
think you ſhall be found out—And rail at me for miſ- 
ſing the play, and diſappointing the frolick which you 
had to pick me up and prove my conſtancy. 

Milla. Deteſtable Inprimis! I go to the play in a mask 

Mira. Item, I article, that you continue to like your 
own face, as long as I ſhall: and while it paſſes currant 
with me, that you endeayour not to new coin it. To 


cr 
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which end, together with all vizards for the day, I prohi- 
bit all masks for the night, made of oil'd-skins and I know 
not what Hogs bones, hares gall, pig water, and 
the marrow of a roaſted cat. In ſhort, I forbid all com- 
merce with the gentlewoman in what- Pye-cail-it court. T- 
tem, I ſhut my doors againſt all bauds with baskets, and 
penny-worths of muſlin, china, fans, atlaſſes, Gc, 
Item, when you ſhall be breeding 

Milla. Ah! name it not. 

Mira. Which may be preſum'd, with a bleſſing on our 
endeavours 

Milla. Odious 3 

Mira. I denounce againſt all ſtrait lacing, ſqueezing for 
a ſhape, till you mould my boy's head like a fugar-loaf ; 
and inſtead of a man-child, make me father to a crooked- 
billet. Laſtly, to the dominion of the tea-table I ſubmit. 
- But with proviſo, that you exceed not in your pro- 
vince ; but reſtrain yourſelf to native and ſimple tea-table 


drinks, as tea, chocolate, and coffee. As hikewife to ge- 


nuine and authoriz'd tea- table talk Suech as mending 
of faſnions, ſpoiling reputations, railing at abſent friends, 
and fo forth But that on no account you encroach 
upon the mens prerogative, and preſume to drink healths, 
or toaſt fellows; for prevention of which, I baniſh all fo- 
reign forces, all auxiliaries to the tea-table, as orange- 
brandy, all anniſeed, cinamon, citron and Barbado's-wa- 


ters, together with ratafia and the moſt noble ſpirit of cla- 


ry. hut for couſlip-wine, poppy-water, and all 
dormitives, thoſe I allow. Theſe proviſs's admitted, 


in other things I may prove a tractable and complying 


husband. 

Milla. O horrid proviſo's ! filthy ſtrong waters! I toaſt 
fellows, odious men! J hate your odious proviſe's. 

Mira. Then we're agreed. Shall J kiſs your hand upon 


I. 2 


3 
? 


; 
b 


1 
| 


1 


LY Ln 24. Za _ 2 a = * 
PPP APNEA DO NPE TOTO IO — —— 
A uu * 0 - rs * 8 — F * _ _— py 


. 
. ys 7 * oe AN 
0 ——_——_— _—_ r rr to, 


9 rege n 
Q - FEW! ROY 
_” ITE 3 
8 e 
rr 1 
88 Fe”. 
n . 4 0 BOY > 1 
«ou; AS 38 K —— . 8 N . 
N 1 \ bs 
— mn 
r 
42 2 2 4 
1 
s f „ 
- | * 
4 


_— 
- + HS 
* 
9 
80 


the contract? and here comes one to be a witneſs to the 
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ſealing of the deed. 


S CENE . 


[To them] Mrs. FAIN ALE. 


Milla. LNAinall, what ſhall T do? ſhall J have him? }: 
think I muſt have him. 

Mrs. Fain. Ay, ay, take him, take him, what ſhou'd 
you do? 

Milla. Well then -I take my death I'm i in a horrid 
fright——Fainall, I ſhall never ſay it— Well I think 
I'll endure you. 

Mrs, Fain. Fy, fy, hive him, have him, and tell him 
ſo in plain terms: for F am ſure you have a mind to him- 

Milla. Are you? I think I have———and the horrid 
man looks as if he thought ſo too Well, you ridicu- 
lous thing you, I'll have you won't be kiſs'd, 
nor I won't be thank'd—— Here kiſs my hand tho 
So, hold, your tongue now, don't ſay a word. 

Mrs. Fain. Mirabell, there's a neceſſity for your obedi- 
ence; You have neither time to talk nor ſtay. My 
mother is coming; and in my conſcience if ſhe ſhow'd ſee 
you, wou'd fall into fits, and may be not recover, time 
enough to return to Sir Rowland; who, as Foibletells me, 


is ina fair way to ſucceed. Therefore ſpare your exta- 


cies for another occaſion, and flip down the back ſtairs, 
where Foible waits to conſult you. 


Milla. Ay, go, go. In the mean time I ſuppoſe you 


ha ve ſaid ſomething to pleaſe me. 
Mira. ] am all obedience. 


. 


e 


MiLLANANr, Mrs. FAINALL, 


Mrs. Fain. * Onder Sir Wilfull's drunk; and ſo noiſy 
that my mother has been forc'd to leave 

Sir Rowland to appeaſe him; but he anſwers her only with 
ſinging and drinking— What they may have done by this 
time I know not; but Petulant and he were upon quar» 
relling as I came by. 

Milla. Well, if Mirabell ſhould not make a good huſ- 
band, I am a loſt thing; — for I find I love him violently. 

Mrs, Fain. So it ſeems; for you mind not what's ſaid 
to you. If you doubt him, you had beſt take 
up with Sir Wilfull. 

Milla. How can you name that nen lubber ? 
foh ! 


SCENE VIIL 


[To them] Wrrwoup from drinking. 


Mrs. Fain. CO, is the fray made up, that you have leſt 
'em? 

Wit. Left em? I could ſtay no longer I have laugh'd 
like ten chriſtnings—1I am tipſy with laughing ——-If 
I had ſtaid any longer I ſhould have burſt, I muſt 
have been let out and piec'd in the ſides like an unſiz'd 
camlet—Yes, yes, the fray is compos'd; my lady came in 
like a noli proſequi, and ſtopt the proceedings. 

Milla. What was the diſpute ? | 

Wit. That's the jeſt ; there was no diſpute. They Fey 
neither of em ſpeak for rage; and ſo fell a ſputt'ring at 
one another like two roaſting apples. 
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SCENE IX. 


[Tv ther] PeruLant Drunk, 
Fit. NTOW Petulant ? all's over, all's well? gad my 
head begins to whim it about Why doſt 
thou not ſpeak ? thou art both as drunk and as mute as a 
Pet. Look you, Mrs. Millamant———if you can love 
me, dear nymph ſay it—and that's the concluſion 
——paſs on, or paſs off, that's all. | 
Wit. Thou haſt utter'd volumes, folio's; in leſs than de- 
cimo ſexto, my dear Lacedemenian. Sirrah, Petulant, thou 


art an epitomizer of words. 


Pet. Witwoud You are an annihilator of ſenſe. 

Wit. Thou art a retailer of phraſes; and doſt deal in 
remnants of remnants, like a maker of pincuſhions—thou 
art in truth n ſpeaking) a ſpeaker of ſhort- 
hand. 

Pet. Thou art (without a figure) juſt one half of an aſs, 
and Baldwin yonder, thy half brother, is the ret—A Ge. 
mini of aſſes ſplit, would make juſt four of you. 

Wit. Thou doſt bite, my dear muſtard-ſeed ; kiſs me for 
that. 

Pet. Stand off —P'll kiſs no more males, I have kiſsꝰd 
your twin yonder in a humour of reconciliation, 'till he 
(hiceup) riſes upon my ſtomach like a radiſh; 

Milla. Eh! filthy creature—what was the quarrel ? 

Pet. There was no quartel-—there might Have been a 
quarrel. 

Wit. If there had been words etiow between ĩem to have 
expreſs'd provocation, they had gone 28281 by n ars 
like a pair of caſtanets. 

Pet. You were the quarrel. 
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Milla. Me ! 

Pet. If I have a humour to quarrel, I can make leſs 
matters conclude premiſes, weed you are not handſom, 
what then; if I have a humour'to prove it?——Tf I ſhall 
have my reward, ſay ſo; if not, fight for your face the 
next time yourſelf— I'll go ſleep. _ 

Wit. Do, wrap thyſelf up like a wood-louſe, and dream 
revenge—— And hear me, if thou canſt learn to write by 
to-morrow morning, pen me a challenge ll carry it for 
thee. | 

Pet. Carry your miſtreſs's monkey a ſpider, — go flea 


* dogs, and read romances—- I'll go to bed to my maid. 
on Mrs. Fain. He's horridly drunk how came you all 
in this pickle? 
Wit. A plot, a plot, to get rid of the knight, —Your 
5 husband's advice; but he ſneak'd off. 
ou 
5 SCENE X. 
Sir WiLFuLL Drunk, Lady WIskroxr, Wrrwovp, 
s, MILLAMANT, Mrs. FAINALL. 
' Lady. U upon't, out upon't, at years of diſcretion, 
by and comport yourſelf at this rantipole rate. 
Sir Vil. No offence, aunt. 
0 Lady. Offence? as I'm a perſon, I'm aſham'd of you 
\ Foh! how you ſtink of wine! d'ye think my niece will 
ever endure ſuch a Borachio! you're an abſolute Bora» 
chio. | 
a Sir Wil. Borach io! 
Lady. At a time when you ſhou'd commence an amour, 
e and put your beſt foot foremoſt. 
3 Sir Wil. Sheart, an you grutch me your liquor, make a 


bill Give me more drink, and take my purſe, 
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Sings. Pritbee fill me the glaſs 
ea it laugh in my face, 
With ale that is potent and mellow ; | 
He that whines for a laſs TOs 19 
J an ignorant afs, 55 
For a bumper has not its fellow. | 
But if you wou'd have me marry my couſin, — —fay the 
word, and III do*t—Wilfull will do't that's the word 
Wilfull will do't, that's my creſt—my motto I have forgot. 
Lady. My nephew's a little overtaken, couſin but tig 


with drinking your health O' my word you are _ 


to him 
Sir Wil. In vino veritas, aunt: If I drunk your health 
to- day, couſin, ——T am a Borachio. But if you have a 


mind to be marry'd, ſay the word, and fend for the piper, 
Wilfull will do't. Tf not, duſt it away, and let's have 
tother round —— Tony, ods-heart where's Tony 
Tony's an honeſt fellow, but he ſ a after a bumper, and 
that's a fault, | 
Sings. We'll drink and . never ha? done boys, 
; Put the glaſs then around with the ſun boys, 
Let Apollo's example invite us; 
For he's drunk ev'ry night, 
And that makes him ſo bright, 
That be's able next morning to light us. 
The ſun's a good pimple, an honeſt ſoaker, he has a cellar 
at your Antipodes. If I travel, aunt, I touch at your 
Antipodes ——your-Antipodes are a good raſcally fort 
of topſy turvy fellows— If I had a bumper I'd ſtand - 
upon my head and drink a health to em A match or no 
match, couſin, with the hard name— Aunt, Wilfull will 
do't. If ſhe has her maidenhead let her look to't; if ſhe 
has not, let her keep her own counſel in the mean time, 
and cry out at the nine months end, 


Mill. Your pardon, Madam, I can ſtay no longer — 
sir Wilfull grows very powerful, egh! how he ſmells! 
I ſhall be' overcome if 1 1 7 Come, couſin. | 


SCENE XI. 


* iy W1sHFORT, Sir WizzuLL, Wrrwoup, Mr. Wrrwoup, 
1 FoIBLE. | 
t. Lach. Sele he would poiſon a tallow-chandler and 
is his family. Beaſtly creature, I know not what 
d to do with him.— Travel quoth a; ay travel, travel, get 
| thee gone, get thee but far Dough: to the Saracens, or the 
h Tartars, or the Turks for thou art not fit to live 
hs in a Chriſtian common-wealth, thou beaſtly Pagan. 


Sir Wil. Turks, no; no Turks, aunt: your Turks are 


z 

at Infidels, and believe not in the grape. Your Mahometan, 
e your Muſſulman is a dry ſtinkard No offence, 
aunt. My map ſays that your Turk is not ſo honeſt a 


man as your Chriſtian II cannot find by the map 
that your Mufti is orthodox —-Whereby it is a plain caſe, 


that Orthodox is a hard word, aunt, and (hiccup) Greek 


for claret. | 
sings. To drink is a Criſtian diverſion, 
Unknown to the Turk or the Perſian: 
Let Mahometan fools 
Live by Heatheniſh rules, 
. Aud be damn'd over tea- cups and coffee, 
But let Britiſh lads ſing, 
Crown a health to the king, 
Anda fig for your Sultan and Sophy. 
Ah, Tony! Toible whiſpers Lady Wiſhfort. 
Lady. Sir Rowland impatient? good lack! what ſhall I 
do with this beaſtly Tumbril ? Go lie down and 
!lcep, you ſot — Or as I'm a perſon, I'Il have you bafti- 
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nado'd with broom-ſticks. Call up the wenehes with 
broom- ſticks. 

Sir Fil. Abey? wenches, where are the wenches ? 

Lady. Dear couſin Witwoud get him away, and you 
will bind me to you inviolably. I have an affair of mo- 
ment that invades me with ſome 5 will 
oblige me to all ſuturity, 

Wit. Come, knight — Pox on him, I don't know 
what to ſay to him Will you go to a cock-match? 

Sir Wil. With a wench, Tony? is ſhe a ſhakibag, fir. 
rah? let me bite your cheek for that. 

Wit. Horrible! he has a breath like a 8 
ay, come will you march, my Salopian ? 

Sir Pil. Lead on, little Tony Pl! follow thee my 
Anthony, my Tantony, firrah thou ſhalt be my Tanto- 
ny, and [ll be thy Pig. 

Aud a fig for your Sultan and Sophy, 

Lady. This will never do. It will nevermake a match, 

At leaſt before he has been abroad. 


SCENE XII. 

Lady Wiskgroxr, WAITWELL, diſguis'd as for Sir ROWLAND, 

Lady. Ear Sir Rowland, I am confounded with con- 

fuſion at the retroſpeftion of my own rude- 

neſs, I have more pardons to ask than the Pope diſtri- 

butes in the year of Jubilee, But 1 hope where there is 

likely to be ſo near an alliance, — we may unbend the 

ſeverity of Decorum —and diſpenſe with a little cere- 
mony. 

Wait. My impatience, Madam, is the effect of my tranſ- 

port; —and till I have the poſſeſſion of your adotable 


perſon, I am tantaliz'd on the rack; and do but hang, 
Madam, on the tenter of expectation. 
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Lady. You have exceſs of gallantry; Sir Rowland; and 
preſs things to a concluſion, with a moſt prevailing vehes 
mence.—— But a day or two for deeency of marriage. —- 
ait. For decency of funeral, Madam: The delay will 
break my heart—or if that ſhould fail, I ſhall be poiſon'd. 
My nephew will get an inkling of my deſigns, and poiſon 
me,. — and I would willingly ſtarve him before I die—-[ 
would gladly go out of the world with that ſatisfaQion. 
That would be ſome comfort to me, if I could but 
live ſo long as to be reveng'd on that unnatural viper. 

Lady. Is he ſo unnatural, ſay you? truly I would eon- 
tribute much both to the ſaving of your life, and the ac. 
compliſhment of your revenge Not that I reſpect mytelf: 
tho? he has been I perſidious wfetch to me. 

Wait. Perfidious to you! 

Lady. O Sir Rowland, the hours that he has dy'd away 
at my feet, the tears that he has ſhed, the oaths that he has 
ſworn, the palpitations that he has felt, the trances and 
the tremblings, the ardors and the exſtacies, the kneelings, 
and the riſings, the heaft-heavings and the hand-gripings, 
the pangs and the pathetic regards of his proteſting eyes! 
Oh no memory can fegiſter. 

Wait. What, my rival! is the rebel my rival? a-dies. 

Lady. No, don't kill him at . Sir Rowland, ſtarve 
him gradually inch by inch. 

Wait. I'll do't. In three weeks he ſhall be bare-foot ; 


in a month out at knees with begging an alms, he ſhall . 
| ſtarve upward and upward, till he has nothing living but 


his head, and then go out in a ſtink like a catidle's end 
upon a ſave-all, 

Lady. Well, Sir Rowland, you have the way, 
You are no Novice in the labyrinth of love— You have 
the clue — But as I am a perſon, Sir Rowland, you muſt 
not attribute my yielding to any ſiniſter appetite, or in- 
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_ digeſtion of widow-hood; nor impute my complacency 


to any lethargy of continence — I hope you do not think 


me prone to any iteration of nuptials.—— 

Wait. Far be it from me 

55 If you do, I proteſt J muſt recede—or think that 
I have made a proſtitution of decorums, but in the vche- 
mence of compaſſion, and to ſave the life of a perſon of 
ſo much importance 

Wait. I eſteem it ſo © 

Lady. Or elſe you wrong my condeſcenſion 

Fait. I do not, I do not 

Lady. Indeed you do. 

ait. ] do not, fair ſhrine of virtue. 

Lady. If you think the leaſt ſcruple of carnality Was an 
ingredient 

Wait. Dear Madam, no. You are all W and 
frankincenſe, all chaſtity and odour. 


W Or that 
SCENE XIII. 
[ To them] FolBLE, | 
Foih, Adam, the dancers are ready, and there's one 


with a letter, who muſt deliver it into your 
own hands. 

Lady. Sir Rowland, will you 55 me leave? think fa- 
vourably, judge candidly, and conclude you have found 
a perſon who would ſuffer racks in Honour's cauſe, dear 
Sir Rowland, and will wait on you incellantly, 


hat 
he- 
of 


SCENE XIV. 
WAITWEILIL, FoliBLE. 
Wait. TIE, fie! What a ſlavery have J undergone; 
ſpouſe, haſt thou any cordial, I want ſpirits. 
Foib. What a waſhy rogue art thou, to pant thus for a 
quarter of an hour's lying and ſwearing to a fine lady? 
Wait. O, ſhe is the antidote to deſire. Spouſe, thou 
wilt fare the worſe for't——1 ſhall have no appetite to 
iteration of nuptials—this eight and forty hours —By this 
hand I'd rather be a chairman in the dog-days—than act 
Sir Rowland 'till this time to-morrow. 


S CE N E XV. 


[To them] Lapy with a letter. | 


Lady. CO in the dancers; 
fit, if you pleaſe, and ſee the entertainment. 
[Dance.] Now with your permiſſion, Sir Rowland, I will 


peruſe my letter—I would open it in your preſence, be- 


cauſe I would not make you uneaſy. If it ſhould make 


you uneaſy I would burn it—ſpeak if it does—but you 


may ſee, the ſuperſcription is like a woman's hand. 
Foib. By heay'n! Mrs. Marwood's, I know it,. my 
heart akes—— get it from hef—— [To him. 
Wait. A woman's hand? no, Madam, that's no woman's 


hand, I ſee that already. That's ſome body whoſe throat 


muſt be cut. 


Lady. Nay, Sir Rowland, ſince you give me a proof of 


your paſſion by your jealouſy, JI promiſe you Ill make a 
return, by a frank communication You ſhall ſee it 
we'll open it together look you here. 

Reads. Madam, though unknown to you, [Look you 
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Sir Rowland, we'll 
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there, ?tis. from no body that I know.] J have that ho. 
wour for your character, that I think myſelf oblig*d to let Jou know 
vou are abus d. He who pretends to be Sir Rowland i is a cheat 
and a rafeal 

Oh heav”ns? what's this? 

Foib. Unfortunate, all's ruin'd. | 

Fait. How, how, let me ſee, let me fee———reading, 
A raſcal and diſguis d, and ſuborn d for that impoſture, —O yi]. 
lany ! O villany !——dy the contrivance of — 

Lady. I ſhall faint, I ſhall die, oh! 

Foib. Say tis your nephew's hand. Quickly, his 
plot, ſwear, ſwear it. — I Io him. 

Wait. Here's a villain! Madam, don't you perceive it, 
don't you ſee it? 

Lady. Too well, too well. I have ſeen too much. 

Wait. I told you at firſt I knew the hand — A woman's 
hand? the raſcal writes a fort of a large hand ; your Ro- 
man hand I ſaw there was a throat to be cut preſently, 
If he were my ſon, as he is my nephew, I'd piſtol him 

Foib. O treachery! but are on . Sir Rowland, it is 
his writing ? 

Wait. Sure? am I here? do I live? do I love this pearl 
of India? I have twenty letters in my pocket from him, 
in the ſame character. 

Lady. Ho] 

Fab. O what luck it is, Sir Rowland, that you were 
preſent at this juncture] this was the buſineſs that brought 
Mr. Mirabell diſguis'd to Madam Millamant this after- 
noon. I thought ſomething was contriving, when he ſtole 
by me and would have hid his face. 

Lady. How, how!—T heard the villain was in the houſe 
indeed; and now I remember, my niece went away ab- 
ruptly, when Sir Wilfull was to have made his addreſſes. 
Feib. Then, then Madam, Mr. Mirabell waited for her 
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in her chamber; but 1 would not tell your ladyſhip to 

diſcompoſe you when you were to receive Sir Rowland. 
Wait. Enough, his date is ſhort. 


| Foib. No, good Sir Rowland, don't incur the law. 


Wait. Law! I care not for law. I can but die, and 'tis 


in a good cauſe—My lady ſhall be ſatisfy'd of my truth 


and innocence, tho? it coſt me my life. 

Lady. No, dear Sir Rowland, don't fight, if you ſhould 
be kill'd, I muſt never ſhew my face; or hang*d, — O con- 
ſider my reputation, Sir Rowland—No you ſhan't fight, 
I' go in and examine my miece ; I'll make her con- 
feſs. I conjure you, Sir Rowland, by all your love not 
to fight. 

Wait. I am charm'd Madam, I obey. But ſome proof 
you muſt let me give you; — I'll go for a black box, which 
contains the writings of my whole eſtate, and deliver that 
into your hands. { 

Lady. Ay dear Sir Rowland, that will be ſome comfort, _ 
bring the black box. | 

Wait. And may I preſume to bring a contra to de 
ſign'd this night? may T hope ſo far? 

Lady. Bring what you will; but come alive, pray come 
alive. O this is a happy — 

Wait. Dead or alive I'll come — and married we will 
be in ſpight of treachery; ay and get an heir that ſhall 
defeat the laſt remaining glimpſe of hope in my abandon'd 
nephew. Come, my buxom widow: 

E'er long you ſpall ſubſtantial proof receive 
That I'm an ar rant knight 
Foib. Or arrant kna ve. 


End of the fourth Act 
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Lady W1iSHFORT and FOIBL k. | ſhot 

| „ 1 
UT of. my houſe, out of my houſe, thou viper, to a 
O thou ſerpent, that I have foſter'd ; thou boſom tal! 
traitreſs, that I rais'd from nothing Begone, be- puè 
gone, begone, go, 80,— That I took from waſhing 1 
of old gauſe and weaving of dead hair, with a bleak blue yo. 
noſe, over a chafing-diſh of ſtarv'd embers, and dining be- to! 
hind a traver's rag, in a ſhop no bigger than a bird- cage, to! 
go, go, ſtarve again, do, do. lad 
Foib. Dear Madam, I'll beg pardon on my knees. 5 . 
Lady. Away, out, out, go ſet up for yourſelf again bis 
do, drive a trade, do, with your three-penny-worth of caſ 
ſmall ware, flaunting upon a packthread, under a brandy- ; 
ſeller's bulk, or againſt a dead wall by a ballad-monger. Th 
Go, hang out an old Fr:iſoncer-gorget, with a yard of yel- you 
low Colberteen again ; do; an old gnaw'd mask, two rows yo 
of pins and a child's fiddle ; a glaſs necklace with the thi 


beads broken, and a quilted night-cap with one ear. Go, bet 
go, drive a trade, Theſe were your commodities, 


you treacherous trull, this was the merchandize you dealt < 

in, when I took you into my houſe, plac'd you next my - 

= ſelf, and made you governante of my whole family. You "hs 

f have forgot this, have you, now you have feather'd your F: 
neſt ? 

Foib. No, no, dear Madam. Do but hear me, have but G7 

a moment's patience I'll confeſs all. Mr. Mirabell i 


: ſeduc'd me; I am not the firſt that he has wheadled with 


ny 
+ "BY 
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his diſſembling tongue; your ladyſhip's own wiſdom has 
been deluded by him, then how ſhould J, a poor ignorant, 
defend myſelf? O Madam, if you knew but what he pro- 
mis'd me, and how he aſſur'd me your ladyſhip ſhould 
come to no damage Or elſe the wealth of the Indies 
ſhould not have brib'd me to conſpire againſt ſo good, ſo 
ſweet, ſo kind a lady as you have been to me. | 

Lady. No damage? what to betray me, to marry me 
to a caſt-ſerving-man ; to make me a receptacle, an hoſpi- 
tal for a decay'd pimp? no damage? O thou frontleſs im- 
pudence, more than a big-belly'd actreſs. 

Foib. Pray do but hear me Madam, he could not marry 
your ladyſhip, Madam- No indeed his marriage was 
to have been void in law; for he was marry'd to me firſt, 
to ſecure your ladyſhip. He could not have bedded your 
ladyſhip; for if he had conſummated with your ladyſhip, 


| he mult have run the riſque of the law, and been put upon 


his clergy Yes indeed, I enquir'd of the law i in that 
caſe before I would meddle or make. | 
Lady. What, then I have been your property, have I ? 
I have been convenient to you, it ſeems while 
you were catering for Mirabell ; I have been broaker for 
you? what, have you made a paſſive bawd of me?—— 
this exceeds all precedent ; I am brought to fine uſes, to 
become a botcher of ſecond-hand marriages between Abi- 
gails and Andrews! I'll couple you. Yes, I'll baſte you 
together, you and your Philander. I'Il Duke's. Place you, 
as I'm a perſon. Your turtle is in cuſtody already: you 


all coo in the ſame cage, if there be conſtable or warrant 


in the pariſh. 
Foib, O that ever I was born, O that I was ever mar- 
yd. a bride, ay I ſhall be a Bridewell-bride. Oh: 


*I 
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$CENE . 
Mrs. FaitNALL, FOI BLE. 


Mrs. Fain. DOOR Foible, what's the matter? 

Foib, O Madam, my lady's gone for a 
conſtable; I ſhall be had to a juſtice, and put to Bridewel! 
to beat hemp ; poor Waitwell's gone to priſon already, 

Mrs. Fain. Have a good heart, Foible, Mirabell's gone 
to give ſecurity for him. This is all Marwood's and my 
husband's doing. | | 

Foib. Yes, yes; I know it, Madam; ſhe was in my la- 

dy*s cloſet, and over-heard all that you ſaid to me before 
dinner. She ſent the letter to my lady; and that miſſing 
effect, Mr. Fainall laid this plot to arreſt Waitwell, when 
he pretended to go for the papers; and in the mean time 
Mrs. Marwood declar'd all to my lady. 
| Mrs. Fain. Was there no mention made of me in the 
letter My mother does not ſuſpe& my being in the 
confederacy? I fancy Marwood has not told her, tho? ſhc 
has told my husband. 

Foib. Yes, Madam; but my lady did not fee that part: 
we ſtifled the letter before ſhe read ſo far. Has that mil- 
chie vous devil told Mr. Fainall of your ladyſhip then? 

Mrs. Fain. Ay, all's out, my affair with Mirabell, every 
thing diſcover'd. This is the laſt day of our living to- 
gether, that's my comfort. 

Fab. Indeed Madam, and ſo 'tis a comfort if you knew 
all,--—he has been even with your ladyſhip; which I 
could have told you long enough fince, but I love to keep 
peace and quietneſs by my good will: I had rather bring 
friends together, than ſet *em at diſtance, But Mrs. Mar- 
wood and he are nearer related than ever their parents 

thought for. | | 


thi 
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Mrs. Fain, Sa y' ſt thou ſo, Foible? canſt thou prove 
this ? 

Foib. J can take my oath of it, Madam, ſo can Mrs. 
Mincing; we have had many a fair word from Madam 
Marwood, to conceal ſomething that paſſed in our cham- 
ber one evening when you were at Hide-Park;—and we 
were thought to have gone a walking: but we went up 
unawares,——tho? we were {worn to ſecreſy too; Madam 


| Marwood took a book and ſwore us upon it: but it was 


but a book of poems. 80 long as it was not a bible- 
oath, we may break it with a ſafe conſcience, 

Mrs. Fain. This diſcovery is the moſt opportune thing 
I cou'd wiſh. New Mincing ? 


SCENE III. 


[To them] MINCING. 


Minc. K AY lady wou'd ſpeak with Mrs. Foible, Mem. 
Mr. Mirabell is with her; he has ſet your 

ſpouſe at Mining: Mrs. Foible, and wou'd have you hide 
yourſelf in my lady's cloſet, till my old lady's anger is a- 
bated. O, my old lady's in a perilous paſſion, at ſome- 
thing Mr. Fainall has ſaid; he ſwears, and my old lady 
cries. There's a fearful hurricane I vow. He ſays Mem, 
how that he'll have my lady's fortune made over to _ 
or he'll be divorc'd, 

Mrs. Fain. Does your lady or Mirabell know that ? 

Minc. Yes Mem, they have ſent me to fee if Sir Wil- 
full be ſober, and to bring him to them. My lady is re- 
ſolved to have him I think, rather than loſe ſuch a vaſt 
ſum as ſix thouſand pound. O, come Mrs. Foible, T hear 
my old lady. 

Mrs. Fain. Foible, you muſt tell Mincing, that ſhe muſt 
prepare to vouch when I call her. 
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Foib. Yes, yes, Madam. 

Minc. O yes Mem, I'Il vouch any thing for your lady. 
ſhip's ſervice, be what it will. | 


SCENE IV. 


_ Mrs, FAIxALL, Lady WisHFORT, Maxwoop. 


Lady. O My dear friend, how can T enumerate the be. 

nefits that J have receiv'd from your good- 
neſs? to you T owe the timely diſcovery of the falſe vows 
of Mirabell; to you I owe the detection of the impoſtor 
Sir Rowland. And now you are become an interceſſor 
with my ſon-in-law, to ſave the honour of my houſe, and 
compound for the frailties of my daughter. Well friend» 
you are enough to reconcile me to the bad world, or elſe 


I would retire to deſarts and ſolitudes ; and feed harmleſs 


ſheep by groves and purling ſtreams. Dear Marwood, let 
us leave the world, and retire by ourſelves and be ſhep. 
herdeſles. 

Mrs. Mar. Let us firſt diſpatch the affair i in hand, Ma- 


dam. We ſhall have leiſure to think of retirement after- 


wards. Here is one who is concerned in the treaty. 
Lady. O daughter, daughter, is it poſſible thou ſhould'ſt 
be my child, bone of my bone, and fleſh of my fleſh, and 


as I may ſay, another me, and yet tranſgreſs the moſt mi- 


nute particle of ſevere virtue ? is it poſſible you ſhould 
lean aſide to iniquity, who have been caſt in the dire& 
mold of virtue? I have not only been a mold but a pat. 
tern for you, and a model for you, after you were 
brought into the world. 

Mrs. Fain. I don't underſtand your ladyſhip. 

Lady. Not underſtand? why have you not been naught? 
have you not been ſophiſticated ? not underſtand? here I 
am ruin'd to compound for your Caprices and your Cuc- 
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koldoms. I muſt pawn my platE and my jewels, and ruin 


my niece, and all little enough 
Mrs. Fain. I am wrong'd and abus'd, and ſo are you. 
Tis a falſe accuſation, as falſe as hell, as falſe as your 


friend there, ay or your friend's friend, my ſalſe husband. 


Mrs. Mar. My friend, Mrs. Fainall? your husband my 
friend, what do you mean ? 

Mrs. Fain. I know what I mean, Madam, and fo do 
you; and ſo ſhall the world at a time convenient. 

Mrs. Mar. I am ſorry to ſee you ſo paſſionate, Madam. 
More temper would look more like innocence. But I have 
done. I am ſorry my zeal to ſerve your ladyſhip and fa- 
mily, ſhould admit of miſconſtruction, or make me liable 
to affronts. You will pardon me, Madam, if I meddle no 
more with an affair, in which I am not perſonally con- 
cern'd, 

Lady. O dear friend, I am ſo aſham'd that you ſhould 


meet with {ſuch returns; Lou ought to ask pardon on 


your knees, ungrateful creature; ſhe deſerves more from 
you, than all your life can accompliſh —— don't 
leave me deſtitute in this perplexity 5+ ſtick to me, 
my good genius. 

Mrs. Fain. I tell you, Madam, you're abus'd 
to you? ay, like a leach, to ſuck your beſt blood 
e' U drop off when ſhe's full. Madam, you ſhan't pawn 
a bodkin, nor part with a braſs counter, in compoſition 
for me. I defy em all. Let 'em prove their aſperſions: 
I know my own innocence, and dare ſtand a trial. 
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1 Wisnronr, Marxwoon. 


Lady, HY, if ſhe ſhould be innocent, if ſhe ſhould 
be wrong'd after all, ha? I don't know what 
to think, ——and I promiſe you, her education has been 
unexceptionable I may fay it; for I chiefly made 
it my own care to initiate her very infancy in the rudi- 
ments of yirtue, and to impreſs upon her tender years a 
young odium and averſion to the very fight of men, — ay 
friend, ſhe would ha” ſhriek'd if. ſhe had but ſeen a man, 
till ſhe was in her teens. As I'm a perſon 'tis true—She 
was never ſuffer'd to play with a male child, tho? but in 
coats; nay her very babies were of the feminine gender, 
| O, ſhe never look'd a man in the face but her own 
father, or the chaplain, and him we made a ſhift to put 
upon her for a woman, by the help of his long garments, 
and his ſleek face; *till ſhe was going in her fifteen. | 
Mrs. Mar. *T was much fhe ſhould be deceived ſo long. 
Lady. I warrant you, or ſhe would never have born to 
have been catechiz'd by him; and have heard his long 
lectures againſt finging and dancing, and ſuch debauche- 
ries; and going to filthy plays; and prophane muſic-meet- 
ings, where the lewd trebles ſqueek nothing but bawdy, 
and the baſes roar blaſphemy. O, ſhe would have ſwoon'd 
at the ſight or name of an obſcene Play-book and 
can ] think after all this, that my daughter can be naught? 
what, a whore? and thought it excommunication to ſet 
her foot within the door of a playhouſe. O dear friend, 
T can't believe it, no, no; as ſhe ſays, let him prove it, 
let him prove it. 
Mrs. Mar. Prove it, Madam? what, and have your 
name proſtituted in a public court; your's and your daugh- 
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ter's reputation worry d at the bar by a pack of bawling 
lawyers? to be uſher'd in with an O Yes of ſcandal; and 
have your caſe open'd by an old fumbling leacher in a 
quoif like a man midwife, to bring your daughter's infa- 
my to light ; to be a theme for legal punſters, and quib- 
lers by the ſtatute; and become a jeſt, againſt a rule of 
court, where there is no precedent for a jeſt in any record; 
not even in Dooms-day-book: to diſcompoſe the gravity 
of the bench, and provoke naughty interrogatories in more 
naughty law-latin; while the good judge, tickPd with 
the proceeding, ſimpers under a grey beard, and figes off 
and on his cuſhion as if he had ſwallow'd Cantharides, or 
ſate upon Cow-itch. 

Lady. O, *tis very hard ! 

Mrs. Mar. And then to have my young revellers of the 
Temple take notes, like prentices at a conventicle; and 
after talk it over again in commons, or before drawers in 
an eating-houſe. | 

Lady. Worſe and worſe. 

Mrs. Mar. Nay this is nothing ; if it would end here 
'twere well. But it muſt after this be conſign'd by the 
ſhort-hand writers to the public preſs; and from thence 


be transferr'd to the hands nay into the throats and lungs 


of hawkers, with voices more licentious than the loud 
flounder-man's: and this you muſt hear ?till you are 
ſtunn'd; nay, you muſt hear nothing elſe for ſome days. 
Lady. O, 'tis inſupportable. No, no, dear friend, make 
it up, make it up; ay, ay, Pll compound. Pl give up 


all, myſelf and my all, my neice and her all-—any thing, 


every thing for compoſition. 

Mrs. Mar. Nay, Madam, I adviſe nothing, I only lay 
before you, as a friend, the incohveniencies which perhaps 
you have overſeen. Here comes Mr. Fainall, if he will 
be ſatisfy'd to huddle up all in ſilence, I ſhall be glad. 
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You muſt think I would rather congratulate than condole me 

with you. at 

| | mi 

SCENE VI. be 

FaiNALL, Lady Wiskroxr, Mrs. MaRwoop. 1 

Lady. A* ay, I do not doubt it, dear Mar wood: no af 

no, I do not doubt it. b; 

Fain. Well, Madam; I have ſuffer'd myſelf to be over. T 

come by the importunity of this lady your friend; and b 

am content you ſhall enjoy your own proper eſtate during * 
life; on condition you oblige yourſelf never to marry, 

under ſuch penalty as I think convenient. | h 


Lady. Never to marry ? 

Fain. No more Sir Rowlands, 

| may not be ſo timely detected. 

f Mrs. Mar. That condition, I dare anſwer, my lady will 

conſent to, without difficulty; ſhe has already but too 

much experienc'd the perfidiouſneſs of meg. Beſides, Ma- 

dam, when ve retire to our paſtoral ſolitude we ſhall bid 
adieu to all other thoughts. 

Lady. Ay, that's true; but in caſe of 2 ; as of 
health, or ſome ſuch emergency ———— 

Fain. O, if you are preſcrib'd marriage, you ſhall be 
conſider'd; I will only reſerve to myſelf the power to 
chuſe for you. If your phyſic be wholeſome, it matters 
not who is your apothecary. Next, my wife ſhall ſettle 
on me the remainder of her fortune, not made over alrea- 
dy; and for her maintenance depend entirely on my diſ- 

cretion. 

Lady. This is moſt inhumanly ſavage; exceeding the 
barbarity of a Muſcovite husband. | 

Fain. I learn'd it from his Czariſh majeſty's retinue, in 
a winter evening's conference over brandy and pepper, a- 
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mongſt other ſecrets of matrimony and policy, as they are 
at preſent praftis*d in the northern hemiſphere. But this 
muſt be agreed unto, and that poſitively. Laſtly, I will 
beendow'd, in right of my wife, with that fix thouſand 


pound, which is the moiety of Mrs. Millamant's fortune 


in your poſſeſſion ; and which ſhe has forfeited (as will 
appear by the laſt will and teſtament of your deceas'd huſ. 
band, Sir Jonathan Wiſhfort) by her diſobedience in con- 
tracting herſelf againſt your conſent or knowledge; and 


by refuſing the offer'd match with Sir Wilfull Witwoud, 


which you, like a careful aunt, had provided for her. 

Lady. My nephew was non compos ; and could not make 
his addreſſes. 

Fain. I come to make demands ———Pl hear no ob- 
jections. | 

Lady. You will grant me time to confideey 7 

Fain. Ves, while the inſtrument is drawing, to which 
you muſt ſet your hand ?till more ſufficient deeds can be 
perfected: which I will take care ſhall be done with all 
poſſible ſpeed. In the mean while I will go for the ſaid 
inſtrument, and ?till my return you may ballance this 
matter in your own diſcretion. 
— 


SCENE VII. 


Lady WisHzoRT, Mrs. Max woop. 


Lady. 'T HIS inſolence is beyond all precedent, all pa- 


rallel; muſt I be ſubject to this mercileſs vil- 
lain? 
Mrs. Mar. Tis ſevere indeed, Madam, that you ſhou'd 
ſmart for your daughter's wantonneſs. 
Lady. *T was againſt my conſent that ſhe marry'd this 
Barbarian, but ſhe wou'd have him, tho? her year was not 
out, —Ah! her firſt husband, my ſon Languiſh, wou'd 
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not have carry'd it thus, Well, that was my choice, this 
is her's; ſhe is match'd now with a witneſs ] ſhall 
be mad, dear friend, is there no comfort for me? muſt 1 
Here come 


two more of my Egyptian plagues too. 


SCENE VII 


[To them] MILLAMANT, Sir WILFULL. 


Sir Wil. A UN T, your ſervant. | 
Lady. Out caterpillar, call not me aunt; 1 
know thee not. 

Sir Fil. I confeſs T have been a little in diſguile, as 
they lay, —— *Sheart ! and I'm ſorry for't. What 
wou'd you have? I hope I committed no offence, aunt—— 
and if I did I am willing to make ſatisfaction; and what 
can a man ſay fairer? if I have broke any thing I'll pay 
for't, an it coſt a pound. And ſo let that content for 


what's paſt, and make no more words. For what's to 


come, to pleaſure you I'm willing to marry my couſin. 
So pray let's all be friends, ſhe and I are agreed upon the 
matter before a witneſs. 

Lady. How's this, dear neice? have I any comfort ? can 
this be true ? 

Milla. I am content to be a ſacrifice to your repoſe, 
Madam; and to convince you that J had no hand in the 
plot, as you were misinform'd, I have laid my commands 
on Mirabell to come in perſon, and be a witneſs that I 
give my hand to this flower of knighthood; and for the 
contract that paſs'd between Mirabell and me, I have 
oblig'd him to make a reſignation of it in your ladyſhip's 
preſence ;; He is without, and waits your leave for 
admittance. 


+ Lady. Well, Pll [wear I am king reviv'd at this 
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teſtimony of your obedience ; but ] cannot admit that trai- 
tor. ] fear I cannot fortify myſelf to ſupport his ap- 
pearance. He is as terrible to me as a Gorgon; if I ſee 
him I fear I ſhall turn to ſtone, petrify inceſſantly. 8 

Milla. If you diſoblige him he may reſent your refufal, 
and inſiſt upon the contract ſtill. Then "tis _ laſt time 
he will be offenſive to yau. | 

Lady. Are you ſure it will be the laſt 1 time ?- 
were ſure of that—-ſhall I never ſee him again ? 

Milla. Sir Wilfull, youu and he * to tra vel together, 
are you not? 

Sir Vil. Sheart the „ a civil n aunt, 
let him come in; why we are ſworn brothers and fellow- 
travellers. We are to be Pylades and Oreſtes, he and I 
A◻◻e is to be my interpreter in foreign parts. He has 
been over-feas once already; and with proviſo that I 
marry my couſin, will eroſs em once again, only to bear 
me company. *Sheart, T'll call him in,——an I ſet 
on't 2 55 he ſhall come in; and fee who'll hinder him, 

[Goes to the door and hems. 


Mis. Mar. This is precious fooling, if it Nee paſs; | 


If T 


but I'll know the bottom of it. 


Lady. O dear Marwood, you are not going ? 
Mar. Not far, Madam; I'll return immediately. 


SCENE VIII. 


Lady WiSHFORT, MILLAMANT, Sir WILFULL, MIRABELL, 


Sir Wil. F OOK up, man, I'll ſtand by you, 'sbud an 

ſhe do frown, ſhe can't kill you; —Beſides— 
harkee ſhe dare not frown deſperately, becauſe her face is 
none of her own; *sheart, an ſhe ſhou'd her forchead 
wou'd wrinkle like the coat of a cream- cheeſe; but mum 
for that, fellow-travyeller. 
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Mira. If a deep ſenſe of the many injuries I have of. 
fer'd to ſo good a lady, with a ſincere remorſe, and a hear. 
ty contrition, can but obtain the leaſt glance of compaſ- 
ſion, I am too happy, Ah Madam, there was a time 
But let it be forgotten I confeſs I have deſerved. 
ly forfeited the high place I once held, of ſighing at your 
feet ; nay kill me not, by turning from me in diſdain— 
come not to plead for favour ;-—nay not for pardon; | 
am a ſuppliant only for pity——1 am going where I never 
ſhall behold you more | 

Sir Wil. How, fcllow-traveller!-———You ſhall go by 
yourſelf then. 

Mira. Let me be pitied firſt; and afterwards forgotten 
I ask no more. | 

Sir Wil. By'r lady a very reaſonable requeſt, and will 
coſt you nothing, aunt, Come, come, forgive and for- 
get aunt, why you muſt an you are a Chriſtian. 

Mira. Conſider Madam, in reality, you cou'd not re- 
ceive much prejudice ; it was an innocent device; tho? [ 
confeſs it had a face of guiltineſs, — it was at moſt an ar- 
tifice which love contriv'd- —And errors which 
love produces have ever been accounted venial. At leaſt 
think it is puniſhment enough, that I have loſt what in 
my heart I hold moſt dear, that to your cruel indignation, 
I have offer'd up this beauty, and with her my peace and 
quiet ; nay all my hopes of future comfort. 

Sir Wil. An he does not move me, wou'd I may never 
be 0? the quorum, An it were not as good a deed as to 

drink, to give her to him again,. — I wou'd I might ne- 
ver take ſhipping——Aunt, if you don't forgive quickly; 

I ſhall melt, I can tell you that. My contract went no 
farther than a little mouth-glew, and that's hardly dry; 


one doleful ſigh more from my fcllow-traveller 
and *tis diſſolv'd. 
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Lady. Well nephew, upon your account — Ah, he has 
a falſe inſinuating tongue Well ſir, I will ſtifle my 
juſt reſentment at my nephews requeſt. J will en- 
dea vour what I can to forget, — but on proviſo that you 
reſign the contract with my neice immediately. | 
Mira. It is in writing and with papers of concern; but 
I have ſent my ſervant for it, and will deliver it to you, 
with all acknowledgments for your tranſcendent good- 
neſs. | 
Lady. Oh, he has witchcraft in his eyes and tongue; 
When I did not ſee him I cou'd have brib'd a villain to 
his aſſaſſination; but his appearance rakes the embers 
which have ſo long lain ſmother'd in my breaſt. —[ Aſide. 


-SCENEK IT 


[To them] FAINALL, Mrs. MARWOOD. 


Fain. NJ Our date of deliberation, Madam, is expir'd. 
Here is the inſtrument, are you prepar'd to ſign? 

Lady. If I were prepar'd, I am not impower'd, My 
neice exerts a lawful claim, having match'd herſelf * my 
direction to Sir Wilfull. 

Fain, That ſham is too groſs to paſs on me tho' tis 
impos'd on you, Madam. 

Milla. Sir, J have given my conſent. 

Mira. And, Sir, I have reſign'd my pretenſions. 

Sir Pil. And. Sir, I aſſert my right; and will maintain 
it in defiance of you, Sir, and of your inſtrument. S'heart 
an you talk of an inſtrument Sir, I have an old fox by my 
thigh ſhall hack your inſtrument of Ram Vellam to ſhreds, 
Sir. It ſhall not be ſufficient for a mittimus or a taylor's 
meaſure ; therefore withdraw your inſtrument Sir, or by%r 
lady I ſhall draw mine. 

Lady, Hold, nephew, hold. 


— 
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Milla. Good Sir Wilfull reſpite your valour. 


' Fain. Indeed? are you provided of your guard, with | 


your ſingle beef-cater there? but I'm prepar'd for you; 
and inſiſt upon my firſt propoſal. You ſhall ſubmit your 


own eſtate to my management, and abſolutely make over 


my wife's to my ſole uſe; as purſuant to the purport and 
tenor of this other covenant. —1T ſuppoſe, Madam, your 
conſent is not requiſite in this caſe; nor, Mr. Mirabell 
your reſignation; nor, Sir Wilfull, your right — You 
may draw your fox if you. pleaſe Sir, and make a bear- 
garden flouriſh ſomewhere elſe: for here it will not avail, 
This, my lady Wiſhfort, muſt be ſubſcrib'd, or your dar- 
ling daughter's turn'd a-drift, like a leaky hulk to ſink or 
ſwim, as ſhe and the current of this lewd town can agree, 

Lady. Ts there no means, no remedy, to ſtop my ruin ? 
ungrateful wretch! doſt thou not owe thy being, thy ſub. 
ſiſtance to my daughter's fortune ? 

Fain. T'll anſwer you when TI have the reſt of it in my 
poſſeſſion. ; 

Mira. But that you wou'd not accept of a remedy from 
my hands —1T own I have not deſerv'd you shou'd owe 
any obligation to me; or elſe perhaps I cou'd adviſe, — 

Lady. O what? what? to fave me and my child from 
ruin, from want, I'Il forgive all that's paſt; nay I'll con- 
ſent to any thing to come, to be deliver'd from this ty. 
ranny. | 
Mira. Ay Madam ; but that is too late, my reward is 
intercepted. You have diſpoſed of her, who only cou'd 
have made me a compenſation for all my ſervices; — — 
But be it as it may, I am reſoly'd 111 ſerve you, you shall 
not be wrong'd in this ſavage manner. 

Lady. How ! dear;Mr. Mirabell, can you be ſo generous 
at laſt! but it is not poſſible. Harkee, I'Il break my ne- 
phew's match, you shall have my neice yet, and all her 
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fortune; if you can but ſave me from this imminent dan- 

ger. e | 
Mira, Will you? I take you at your word. T ask no 

more. I muſt have leave for two criminals to appear. 
Lady. Ay, ay, any body, any body, 


Mira. Foible is one, and a penitent, 


SCENE X. 
To them] Mrs. FAINALL, FoiBLs, MiINCING. 


Mrs. Mar. O My shame! theſe Mira. and Lady go to 

corrupt things are L Mrs. Fain. and Pvib. 

brought hither to expoſe me. [To Fain. 

Fain. If it muſt all come out, why let *em know it, *tis 

but the Way of the World, That shall not urge me to relin- 

quish or abate one title of my terms, no, I will inſiſt the 
more. | | 

Foib. Yes indeed Madam, I'll take my bible-oath of it, 

Minc. And ſo will I Mem. 

Lady. O Marwood Marwood, art thou falſe? my 
friend deceive me ? haſt thou been a wicked accomplice 
with that profligate man ? 

Mrs. Mar. Have you ſo much ingratitude and injuſtice, 
to give credit againſt your friend, to the aſperſions of two 
ſuch mercenary truls ? 

Minc. Mercenary, Mem? T ſcorn your words. *Tis 
true we found you and Mr. Fainall in the blue garret ; by 
the ſame token, you ſwore us to ſecreſy upon Meſſalinas's 
poems. Mercenary? no, if we wou'd have been merce- 
nary, we shou'd have held our tongues; you would have 
brib'd us ſufficiently. 

Fain. Go, you are an inſignificant thing.——— Well, 
what are you the better for this! is this Mr. Mirabell's 
expedient ?. I'll be put off no longer - You, thing, that 
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was a wife, shall ſmart for this. I will not leave thee 
wherewithall to hide thy ſhame : your —_ ſhall by na- 
ked as your reputation. 

Mrs. Fain. I deſpiſe you, and defy your malice k 
you have aſpers'd me wrongfully——I have prov'd your 
falſe hood Go you and your treacherous —— — JT Will 
not name it, but ſtarve together——Periſh. 

Fain. Not while you are worth a groat, indeed my 
dear. Madam, I'Il be fool'd no longer. 


Lady. Ah Mr. Mirabell, this is ſmall * the de- 


tection of this affair. 
Mira. O in good time——Your leave for the other of- 


fender and penitent to appear, Madam, 


SCENE XI. 


[To them WAITWELL with a box of writings, 
Lady. Oo Sir Rowland ——— Well, Raſcal. 


Wait. What your ladyſhip pleaſes ——- 


I have brought the black box at laſt, Madam. 
Mira, Give it me. 2 you remember your pro- 
miſe. 
Lady. Ay, dear Sir, 
Mira. Where are the gentlemen? 
Wait. At hand Sir, rubbing their eyes, 


from ſleep. | 
Fain, S'death what's this to me? T'll not wait your 
private concerns. 


juſt riſen 


SCENE XI. 


To them] PeTULAaNT, Wirwovd. 


Pet. F JF OW now? what's the matter? who's hand's 


out? 
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Wit. Hey day! what are you all got together, like 
players at the end of the laſt act? 

Mira. You may remember, gentlemen, I once conſid; 
your hands as witneſſes to a certain parchment, 

Mit. AY I do, IP hand 7 remember Petulant ſet 
bis mark. 

Mira. Lou wrong . his name is s fairly written, as 
mall appear You do not remember, gentlemen, any 
thing of what that parchment contained 


[Undoing the box. 

Wit. No. | | 

Pet. Not I. Iwrit, I read nothing. 

Mira. Very well, now you ſhall know 
your promiſe, 

Lady. Ay, ay, Sir, upon my honour. 

Mira. Mr. Fainall, it is now time that you ſhou'd 
know, that your lady, while ſhe was at her own diſpo- 
ſal, and before you had by your inſinuations wheadl'd her 
out of a pretended ſettlement of the greateſt part of her 
fortune——— 

Fain. Sir! pretended ! 


Madam, 


Mira. Yes, Sir. I ſay that this lady while a widow | 


having it ſeems receiv'd ſome cautions reſpe&ing your 
inconſtancy and tyranny of temper, which from her own 
partial opinion and fondneſs of you ſhe cou'd never have 
ſuſpeted———— ſhe did, I fay, by the wholeſome ad- 
yice of friends and of ſages learn'd in the laws of this 
land, deliver this ſame as her act and deed to me in truſt, 
and to the uſes within mention'd. You may read if you 
pleaſe ¶ Holding out the parchment.] tho? perhaps what is 
written on the back may ſerve your occaſions. 
Fain, Very likely, Sir. What's here? damnation? 

[Reads.] A deed of conveyance of the whale eſtate real of Ara- 
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bella Languiſb, widew, in 15 to Eduard n 
confuſion! 

Mira. Even ſo, Sir, 'tis the Way of the World, Sir; of the 
widows of the world. I ſuppoſe this deed may bear ay 
elder date than what you have obtain'd from your lady. 

Fam. TE friend! then thus I'll be reveng'd,—.. 
| [Offers to run at Mrs. Fain, 

Sir il Hold, Sir, now you may make your bear-gar 
den flouriſh ſomewhere elſe, Sir. 

. Fain. Mirabell, you ſhall hear of this, Sir, be ſure you 
ſhall. Let me paſs, oaf. 

Mrs. Fain. Madam, you ſeem to ſtifle your reſentment, 
you had better give it vent. 

Mrs. Mar. Yes, it ſhall have vent 
confuſion, or 111 e in the — 


—and to your 


SCENE the Loft. 


| Lady 3 MiILLAMANT, Vin AB ELI, Mrs. FAINALL, 
Sir W1LFULL, PETULANT, W1TWOUD, FoIBLE, Mixcixe, 


WAITWELL, 


ok Daughter, 1 Nis plain thou haſt inhe- 
L rited thy mother's prudence. 

Mrs. Fain. Thank Mr. Mirabell, a cautious friend, to 
whoſe advice all is owing. 

Lady. Well, Mr. Mirabell, you have kept your pro- 
miſe—— —and I muſt perform mine. Firſt J par- 
don for your ſake Sir Rowland there and Foible 
The next thing is to break the matter to my nephew — 
and how to do that 

Mira. For that, Madam, give yourſelf no trouble. 
let me have your conſent Sir Wilfull is my friend; 


he has had compaſſion upon lovers, and generoully en- 


THE WAT OF THE WORLD, 111 
gag'd a volunteer in this action for our ſervice; ; and now 
deſigns to proſecute his travels. 

Sir Will. *Sheart, aunt, I oa no mind to marry. My 
couſin's a fine lady, and the gentleman loves her, and ſhe 
loves him, and they deſerve one another; my reſolution 
is to ſee foreign parts] have ſet on't———and when 
I'm ſet on't, I muſt do*t. And if theſe two gentlemen 
wou'd travel too, I think they may be ſpar'd. 

Pet. For my part, 1 ay litle—TI think See are beſt 

off or on. 
Wit. I =o I 3 nothing of the e —Tm1 in 


a maze yet, like a dog in a dancing-fchool. 


Lady. Well Sir, take her, and with her all the joy I can 
give you. 
Milla. Why does not the man take me? wou'd you 


have me give myſelf to you over again? | 
Mira. Ay, and over and over again ; [Kiſſes her hand.) 


J wou'd have you as often as poſſibly I can. Well, 
Heav*n grant J loye you not too well, that's all my fear. 

Sir Will. *Shefrt you'll have time enough to toy after 
you're marry'd;{ or if you will toy now, let us have a 


dance in the meah time ; that we who are not lovers may 


have ſome other & nployment, beſides looking on. 
Mira. With all my heart, dear Sir Wilfull, What 
ſhall we do for muſick? | 
Foib. O Sir, ſome that were provided for Sir Rowland's 


entertainment are yet within call. [A dance. 


Lady. As J am a perſon I can hold out no longer 
I have waſted my ſpirits ſo to day already, that I am rea- 
dy to ſink under the fatigue; and I cannot but have ſome 
fears upon me yet, that my ſon Fainall will purſue ſome 
deſperate courſe. 

Mira. Madam, diſquiet not yourſelf on that account ; 


to my knowledge his circumſtances are ſuch, he muſt of 
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force comply. For my part I will contribute all that in 
me lies to a reunion : in the mean time, Madam, [Ty 
Mrs. Fain.] let me before theſe witneſſes reſtore to you 


this deed of truſt; it may be a means, well 8 to 


n you live caſi y together. 


| Mong hence let thoſe be war's, who mean to wed ; 
Leſt mutual falſhood flain the bridal-bed : 
For each decerver to his coft may find, 
* ks frauds 200 oft are 2 in kind. 


[Exeunt omnes. 


ou 


EPILOGUE 


OO by Mrs. Ba a0 ni DLE. 


AT our Epilogue this cad diſmiſſes, 
om thinking how this Play'll be pulPd to pieces, 


But pray conſider, e' er ye doom its fall, 
How hard a thing % be, to pleaſe you all. 
There are ſome criticks ſo with ſpleen diſeasd, 
They ſcarcely come inclining to be pleas'd : 

And ſure he muſt have more than mortal skill, 
Mo pleaſes any one againſt his will, 

Then all bad poets we are ſure are foes, 

And how their numbers ſwell'd the town well knows - 
In ſnoals, Ive mark'd em judging in the pit; 
Tho? they're on no pretence for judgment fit, 

But that they have been damnd for want of wit. 
Since when, they by their own offences taught, 

Set up for ſpies on plays, and finding fault. 
Others there are whoſe malice we'd pre vent; 
Such, who watch plays with ſcurrilous intent 

To mark out who by characters are meant. 

And tho' no perfect likeneſs they can trace; 
Yet each pretends to know the copy'd face. 
Theſe, with falſe gloſſes feed their own ill. nature, 
And turn to Libel, what was meant a Satire, 
May fuch malicious fops this fortune find, 

Fo think themſelves alone the fools deſign'd : 

F any are fo arrogantly vain, 

To think they ſingly can ſupport a ſcene, © 

Ard farniſb fool enough to entertain. 
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Por well the learw'd and the judicious knou, | 
That Satire ſcorns to ſtoop ſo meanly low, 
As any one abſtracted fop to ſhow. 

For as when painters form a maichleſs face, 
They from each fair one catch a diff rent grace; 
And ſnining features in one portrait blend, 

To which no ſingle beauty maſt pretend: 

So poets oft, do in one piece expoſe | 
Whole Belles Aſſemblees of Cocquets and Beaux. 
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| JUDGMENT or PARIS. 


The SCENE is a landskip of a beautiful paſture ſuppoſed on 
Mount Ida. The ſbepherd Paxis is ſeen ſeated under a tree, 
and playing on his pipe; bis crook and ſcrip, &c. lying by bim. 
While a ſymphony is playing, Mxxcuxr deſcends with his 
Caduceus in one hand, and an apple of gold in the other: after 
the ſymphony he ſings. 


MERCURY. 


F R OM high Olympus, and the realms above, 
Behold I come the meſſenger of Jove ; 
His dread commands I bear, | 
Shepherd ariſe and hear ; 
Ariſe, and leave a while thy rural care : 
Forbear thy wooly flock to feed, 
And lay aſide thy tuneful reed; 
For thou to greater honours art decreed. 
| PARIS. 
O Hermes, I thy godhead know, 
By thy winged heels and head. 
By thy rod that wakes the dead, 
And guides the ſhades below. 
Say Wherefore doſt thou ſeek this humble plain, 
To greet a lowly ſwain? 
What does the mighty thunderer ordain? 
MERCURY. - 
This radiant fruit behold, e 
More bright than burniſh'd gold. 
Three goddeſſes for this contend: © 
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© See now they deſcend, . | 
And this way they bend, 
Shepherd take the golden prize, 
Yield it to the brighteſt eyes. 


N 


% 


in 8 machines.) 
PARIS. 
O raviſhing delight! 


What mortal can ſupport the ſight? 


Alas too weak is human brain, 
So much rapture to ſuſtain. 


I faint, I fall, O take me hence, 


F'er ecſtaſy invades my aking ſenſe : 
Help me, Hermes, or I dic, 
Save me from exceſs of joy. 
MERCURY. 
Fear not mortal, none ſhall harm thee, 
With my ſacred rod T'll charm thee ; 
Freely gaze and view all over, 
Thou may'ſt ev'ry grace diſcover. 
Though a thouſand darts fly round thee 
Fear not mortal, none ſhall wound thee. 
In two Happy thou of human race, 
Parts. Gods.with thee wou'd change their place. 


PARIS. With no god I'd change my plape, 
: Happy I of human race. 
[Mercury aſcends. 
White e mphony is playing, Juno deſeends from her machine, 
after the ſymphony ſhe fings. 
uno 


Saturnia, wife of thundring Jove, am I, 
Belov'd by him, and empreſs of the sky ; 
Shepherd fix on me thy wondring ſight, _ 
Beware, and view me well, and judge aright, 


(Juno, PaLLas, and Venvs, are ſeen at a diſtance FR 


This 
Pallz 
Av! 
And 


Vitl 
Let 
Ver 
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— 
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( Smphony for Pals. 
PALLAS. 
This way mortal bend thy eyes, 
pallas claims the golden prize; 
* A virgin goddeſs free from ſtain, 
And queen of arts and arms I reign. 
( Symphony for Venvs. ) 
VENUS. 
Vither turn thee, gentle ſwain, 
Let not Venus ſue in van 
Venus rules the gods above, 
Love rules them, and ſhe rules love. 
Hither turn thee, gentle ſwain, 
PALLAS. 
Hither turn to me again. 
JUN. 
Turn to me, for I am ſhe. 
ALT 'FHEREE.” 
To me, to me, for I am ſhe, 
VENUS. | 
Hither turn thee, gentle ſwain. 
JUNO and PALLAS. 
She will deceive thee. 
VENUS. 
They will deceive thee, I'll never leave thee, 


Hither turn to m n 
= ither turn e again, 


To me, to me, for I am ſhe; 
all three. 5 , ar. 


. Hither turn thee, gentle ſwain. 
AR II. 
| I. #*" | 
Diſtracted J turn, but I cannot decide; 
So equal a title ſure never was try'd. 
United, your beauties ſo dazle the ſight, 
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| That loſt in amaze, 
I giddily gaze, 


Confus'd and o'erwhelm'd with a torrent of light. 


| | 1 
Apart let me vie w then each heav'nly fair, 


For three at a time there's no mortal can bear; 
And ſince a gay robe an ill ſhape may diſguiſe, 


When each is undreſt, 
I'll judge of the beſt, 
For 'tis not a face that muſt carry the prize. 
JUN O Sings alone. 
$4 
Let ambition fire hy mind, 
Thou wert born o'er men to reign, 
Not to follow flocks deſign'd, 
corn thy crook, and leave the plain, 
II. 
Crowns 1711 dome beneath thy feet, 
Thou on necks of kings ſhalt tread, 
Joys in circles joys shall meet, 
Which way e'er thy fancy's lead. 
. III. 
Let not toils of empire fright, 
Toils of empire pleaſures are; 
Thou $halt only know delight, 
All the joy, but not the care. 
IV. 
Shepherd, if thow'lt yield the prize, 
For the bleſſings I beſtow, 
Joyful I'll aſcend the skies, 
Happy thou $halt reign below. 
CHORU * 


| Let ambition fre thy mind, 
Thou wert born oer men to reign, 
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Not to follow flocks deſign'd, 3 0 BAR 
Scorn thy crook, and leave the plain. 
| P A . LAS Sings ane: 
I. 
Awake, edi thy ſpirits raiſe, 
Waſte not thus thy youthful days, 
| Piping, toying, | 
Nymphs decoying, 
Loſt in wanton and inglorious caſe, 
II. 
Hark, hark! the glorious voice of war 
Calls aloud, for arms prepare: 
| Drums are beating, 
Rocks repeating, 
Martial muſick charms the joyful air. 
( Symphony. ) T 
PALL AS Sings. . 
O what joys does conqueſt yield! 
When returning from the field, 
Oh how glorious *tis to ſee 
The godlike hero crown'd with victory! 
Lawrel wreaths his head ſurrounding, 
Banners waving in the wind, 
Fame her golden trumpet ſounding, 
Every voice in chorus join'd. 
To me, kind ſwain, the prize reſign, 
And Fame and Conqueſt shall be thine. 
CHORUS. 
O how glorious tis to ſee | 
The godlike hero crown'd with victory] 
( Symphony.) 
VENUS Sings alone. 
Stay lovely youth, delay thy choice, 
Take heed leſt empty names enthrall thee, 
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Attend to Cytherea's voice Ty All 
Lo! I who am Love's mother call these. ü 1 Ar 
| Far from thee be anxious care, 


And racking thoughts that vex the great: 
Empire's but a gilded ſnare, ' © © 
And fickle is the warrior's fate, 100 5 | 
One only joy mankind can know, _ | H 
And love alone can that beſtow. -Þ_—_ 
CHORUS. 
One only joy, &c. 
=. ä 
| I. 
8 fram'd thee ſure for loving, 
Thus adorn'd with every grace; 
Venus ſelf thy form approving, 
Looks with pleaſure on thy face. 
: IV 
Happy mph who sball enfold thee, 
Circled in her yielding arms! 
Should bright Hellen once behold thee, - 
She'd ſurrender all her charms. - | 
r 
Faireſt she, all nymphs tranſcending, t 
That the Sun himſelf has ſeen,  _ 
Were she for the crown contending, 15 
Thou wou'dſt own her beauty” 5 Wer 
| r 
Gentle shepherd, if my pleading 
Can from thee the prize obtain, 
Love himſelf thy conqueſt aiding, - 
Thou at matchleſs fair shalt gain. 
PARI 8. 
1 Yield, I yield, O take the prize, 
And ceaſe, O ceaſe, th'inchanting ſong ; 
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All Love's darts are in thy eyes, 

And harmony falls from thy tongue. 

Forbear, O goddeſs of deſire, 
Thus my ravish'd ſoul to move, 
Forbear to fan the raging fire, 
And be propitious to my love. 

Here PaR1s gives to VENUS the golden apple. Several Cupids 
deſcend, the three Graces alight from the chariot of Venvs, 
they call the Hours, who aſſemble ; with all the attendants on 
Venus. All join in a circle round her, and ſing the laſt grand 
Chorus; while Juno and PALLas aſcend. 

GRAND CHORUS. 

Hither all ye Graces, all ye Loves, 
Hither all ye Chorus reſort ; 
Billing ſparrrows, cooing doves ; 
Come all the train of Venvus court. 
Sing all great Cytherea's name; 
Over empire, over fame, 
Her victory proclaim. 

Sing and ſpread the joyful news around, 

The queen of love, is queen of beauty crown'd, 
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INTRODUCTORY TO THE 


OPERA or SEMELE. 


. Jue1TER's amour with Eu Roy , the 

| daughter of AGENoOR, king of Phaenicia, 

he again incenſes JUN o by a new affair in the ſame 

family; viz. with SEMELE, neice to Eux OPA, 

and daughter to Cap Mus king of Thebes, Sk- 

MEL E is on the point of marriage with Ar HA- 

MAS; which marriage is about to be ſolemniz'd in 

the temple of Juno, goddeſs of martiages, when 

JuPITER by ill omens interrupts the ceremony; 

and afterwards tranſports SEMELE to a private 

abode prepar'd for her. Juno, after many con- 

trivances, at length aſſumes the ſhape and voice of 
Ix o, ſiſter to SE ME LE; by the help of which dif- 

guiſe, and artful infinuations, ſhe prevails with her 

to make a requeſt to Jup1TER, which being gran- | 
ted muſt end in her utter ruin. 


0 2 


ARGUMENT. | 
Furs 4 fable is related in Ovid. Metam. I. 3 
but there, Jux o is faid to impoſe on SEMELE in 


the ſhape of an old woman, her nurſe. *Tis hoped, | 
the liberty taken in ſubſtituting In o inſtead of the 


old woman will be excus'd : it was done, becauſe : 


IN o is interwoven in the deſign by her love of 


ATHAMAs; to whom ſhe was marry'd, according 
to Ovid; and, becauſe her character bears a pro- 
portion with the dignity of the other per ſons re- 
preſented. This reaſon, it is preſumed, may be 
allowed in a thing intirely fictitious; and more 
eſpecially being repreſented under the title of an 
OPERA, where gener abſurdities are every day 


excus'd. // aun to tnion 40 27 © x: 
Ir was not bought 8 to "OY any re- 


. rhyme, or equality of meaſure, in 


the lines of that part of the dialogue which was 
deſign'd for the Recitative Stile in muſic. For as 
that ſtile in muſic is not confin'd to the ſtrict ob- 
ſervation of time and meaſure, which is requir'd 


in the compoſition of Airs and Sonata's, ſo nei - 


ther is it neceſſary that the ſame exactneſs in num- 
bers, rhymes, or meaſure, ſhould be obſerved in 
words deſign'd to be ſet in that manner, which 


mult 
and 
mul 
kin 
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ral 


tics 


ARGUMENT. 
0 ever be obſerved in the formation of Odes 
and Sonnets. For, what they call Recitative in 
muſic, is only a more tuneable ſpeaking; - it is a 
kind of proſe in muſic; its beauty conſiſts in 


coming near nature, and in improving the natu- 
ral accents of wa 1 more pathetic or empha- 
tical tones. | | | 
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PERRSONS REPRESENTED. - 


Joerren, 

Capmuvs, king of Thebes. 

ATHAMAg, a prince of Boeotia, in love with and deſign'd 
to marry SEMELE. 

SOMNUS. 

APOLLO, 


Curio. 
ZEPHYRS. 


Loves. 


SHEPHERDS. 
SATYRS. 


Juno. 

Ins. | | | 

SEMELE, daughter to Cæbxvus, beloved by and in love 
with JuPITER. 


Io, ſiſter to SEMELE, in love with ATHAMas. 


SHEPHERDESSES., | 
CHIEF PRIEST of JuNo, other Prieſts and Augurs. 


SCENE BoEOTIA. 


Th 


Is EME LE. 


40 1 SCENE 1 


The SCENE is the temple of Juno, near the ther is 4 
golden image of the Goddeſs, Prieſts are in their ſolemnities, 
as after a ſacrifice newly offer'd ; flames ariſe Ju ive altar, 
and the ſtatue of * is ſeen to ws | 


d 


CADMUS, ATHAMAS, SEMELE, ad INO. 


FIRST PRIEST, 
Ehold auſpicious flaſhes riſe ; 
| Juno accepts our facrifice ; 
The grateful odour ſwift aſcends, - 
And ſee the golden image bends. 
FIRST and SECOND CAGES 
Lucky omens bleſs our rites, - 
And ſure ſucceſs ſnall crown your loves; 
Peaceful days and fruitful nights, 
Attend the pair that ſhe approves. 
| CADMUS. 
Daughter, obey, 
Hear, and obey. 
With kind conſenting 
Eaſe a parent's care; 
Invent no new delay. 
ATHAMAS. 
O hear a faithful lover's pray'r ; 
On this auſpicious day 
Invent no new delay. 


04 


1 s E ME I E. 
CAD MUS and A TH AM AS. 
4 Hear, and obey; 2 . +4 "> 
Invent no new telly SIS ML T3 
On this auſpicious day. 
S EME LE (apart. 
Ah me! 
MVhat refuge now is left er: - 
How various, how tormenting, 
Are my miſeries! _- 
O Jove aſſiſt nme. 5 
Can Semele forgo thy love, 
And to a mortal's Hock yield? 
Thy vengeance will N 
Such perſid 7. 
5 If I deny, my father's 3 I 5 
o jove, in pity teach me which to chuſe, 
Incline me to comply, or help me to refuſe. | 
| AT HAM AS. 
See, ſve bluſhing turns her eyes; 
See, with ſighs ber boſom panting < 
If from love thoſe ſighs ariſe, 
Nothing to my bliſs is wanting. 
Hymen hafte, thy torch prepare, 
Love already his has lighted; 
One ſoft ſigh has cur'd deſpair, 
= And more than my paſt pains requited. 
1 | IN 
4 Alas! ſhe yields, 
And has undone me: — 
I can no longer hide my vaſſon; 
It muſt have vent—— | 
Or inward burning 
Will conſume me. 


8. K M RL . | 133: 

O Athatths ——_ ĩð 777 TO 
I cannot utter it:: 

HAN 8. ; 
On ine fair Ino calls 
With mournful accent, 
Her colour fading, 
And her eyes entering! 

| INNO. 
O Semele! | #708 
: SEMELE. ' 
On me ſhe calls, engine 
Yet ſeems to ſhun me! 
What wou'd my liſter - ? 


Speak | 

| I'N o. 

Thou haſt undone me. 
"CADMUS. 


Why doſt thou thus untimely grieve, 


And all our ſolemn rites prophane ? 
Can he, or ſhe, thy woes relieve ® 
Or T? of whom doſt thou complain? 
IQ! | 
of all; but all, I fear, in vain. 
ATHAMAS. 
Can I wy woes relieve? 
S E ME LE. 
Can I aſſwage thy pain? 


C ADM Us, ATH AMAS and SEMELE. 


Of whom doſt thou complain ? 
| INO. 
Of all; but all I fear, in vain. 


[1t lightens, and thunder is heard at a diſtance, then a noiſe of 
rain; the fire is ſuddenly extingunſ#'d on the altar : the on 
Prieſt comes forward. 


134 | SEMELE. 
| FIRST PRIEST. 
Avert theſe omens, all ye powWo rs | | 
Some god averſe our holy rites controlls. 
O*erwhelm'd with ſudden night, the day expires! 
Ill- boding thunder on the right hand rolls. 
And Jove himſelf deſcends in ſhow?rs, 
To quench our late propitious fires, - 
CHORUS of PRIESTS. 
Avert theſe omens, all ye pow'rs! 
: SECOND PRIEST. 
Again auſpicious flaſhes riſe, - 
Juno accepts our ſacrifice, 
[Flames are again kindled on the altar, and the dune nods, 
. 
Again the ſickly flame decaying dies: 
Juno aſſents, but angry Jove denies. 
[The fire is again extinguiſhed. 
ATHAMAS {[apart.] 
Thy: aid, pronubial Juno, Athamas implores. 
SEMELE ([apart.] 
Thee Jove, and thee alone, thy Semele adores. 
| UA loud clap of thunder; the altar ſinks, 
FIRST PRIEST. 
. Ceaſe, ceaſe your vows, tis impious to proceed; 
Be gone, and fly this holy place with ſpeed: 
This dreadful conflict is of dire preſage; 
Be gone, and fly from Jove's impending rage. 

[All but the Prieſts come forward. The Scene cloſes on the 
Prieſts, and ſueus to view the front and outſide of the 
temple. Capmus leads off SEMELE, attendants follow. 

ATHAMK&S and Ino remain, 
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AT HAM As. 
Athamas, what torture haſt thou nt 
And O, what haſt thau yet to bear! 
From love, from hope, from near poſſeſſion rrn, 
And plung'd at once in IE: 
INGO. 
Tur n, hopeleſs lovers turn thy "I 
And fea & maid bemoon, 
: In flowing tears and aking ſighs, 
| Thy woes ton like het own. 
AT HA MAS. 
She weeps ! 
The gentle maid, in tender pity, 
Weeps to behold my miſery! 
Sa Semele would melt 
| To ſee another mourn. 
Such unavailing mercy is in beauty found, 
| Each nymph bemoans the ſmart 
Of every bleeding heart, 
But that where ſhe herſelf inflitts: the wound. 
Fer INO. | 
Ah me, too much affſicted 
ATHAMAS. 
Can pity for another's pain 
Cauſe ſuch anxiety ! 
I NO. 
Coud'ſt thou but gueſs 
What I endure, | 
Or could I tell thee, — 
Thou Athamas, 
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Wou'dſt for a while 
Thy ſorrows ceaſe, a little ceaſe, 
And liſten for a While 
To my lamenting. 
„ 
Of grief too ſenſibe 
I know your tender nature. | 
Well I remember, | 
When I oft have ſu'd 
To cold, diſdainful Semele ; 
When I with ſcorn have been rejected; 
Your tuneful voice-my tale wou'd tell, 
In pity of my ſad deſpair; ' + 
And, with ſweet melody, voids | 
Attention from the flying fair. 
I N O. | 
Too well I ſee | 
Thou wilt not underſtand me. 
Whence cou'd proceed ſuch tenderneſs ? - 
Whence ſuch compaſſion ? 
Inſenſible! ingrate! 
Ah no, I cannot blame thee : 
For by effe&s unknown before, 
Who cou'd the hidden cauſe explore ? 
Or think that love cou'd act ſo ſtrange a part, 
To plead for pity in a rival's heart. 
| AT HAM AS. 
Ah me, what have I heard! 
She does her paſſion own. 
INO. 
What, had J not deſpa ir'd, 
You never ſhou'd have known. 
You've undone me, I 
Look not on me ; 


S EME LE. 

Guilt upbraiding, © * 
Shame invading'; + 4150 

Look not on me, 
Tou ve undone me. <; | r mover $a | ; 
ATHA MA 8. 5 | | | 
With my life I wou'd attone | : nn 
Pains you” ve born, to me e | 51 1 


Saale oy to ſbun me. bo 
Ania IN O63 i 
Loi ta n e Kooks ay 
Loa ue undone mme. b; (ji 
2 ift r NH A AB ai % ET in 
e Coaſt, ceaſe to Mn mr: 9 
"Df Love, love alone 5 11 1e ti no || a 
Has both undone. - 166! | 


1N o, ATHAMAS. ie 
Love, love alone © bo | 
Hos Nahen. HT 7 


Wer? FO 1 


SCENE I. ; : 
8 them] Enter C A D Me U s attended. 


We ADMU 8. a 
H wretched prince, doom'd to diſaſtrous love! 
Ah me, of parents moſt forlorn! 
Prepare, O Athamas, to prove, 
The ſharpeſt pangs that e er were born: 
Prepare with me our common loſs to mourn. 
ATHAM AS. 
Can Fate, or Semele invent 
Another, yet another puniſhment ? | 


138 SEMELYE. 
es CAN. 
Wing'd with our fears, and pious haſte, 
From Juno's fane we fled; - 
Scarce we the brazen gates had palſs'd, 
When Semele around her head 
With azure flames was grat'd, 

Whoſe lambent glories in her treſſes play'd. 
While this we ſaw. with dread. ſurprize, 
Swifter than lightning downwards tending, 

An eagle ſtoopt of mighty ſize, | * 
On purple wings deſcending; 
Like gold his beak, like ſtars ſhone forth his eyes, 
His filver plumy breaſt with ſnow contending : 
Sudden he ſnatch'd the trembling maid, 
And ſoaring from our fight convey'd; 
Diffuſing ever as he leſſening fl.? 
Celeſtial odour, and ambroſial dew: - 
ATHAMAS. 
O prodigy, to me of dire portent! 
111 SIMMM 2 2 , 
To me, I hope, of fortubate event. | 


* 


SCENE IV. 


Enter to them the ca vnd, with Art and Ether preſs. 


CADMUS. 


EE, ſee, Jove's „„ : | 
Speak, ſpeak, of Setnele and me declare the doom. 
FIRST AUGUR. | 
Hail Cadmus, bail! e ee 
Ceaſe your mourning, 
Toys returning, 


Songs of mirth n for. 
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SECOND AU GUR. : 
Endleſs pleaſure, endleſs lrvve 
Semele enjoys above ; 
0 reclining, n J 
To z arms; bia Jos n 2121 0 1 
A bis lghining ig * E d 
Endleſs Pleaſure, endleſs love Ward ha 
Semele enjoys above. 
FIRST PRIEST. 
Haſte, hafte, to ſacrifice. prepare. 
Once to the thunderer, once to the Phi 255 
Jove and Semele e =: Pro 
ove and Semele lite hopqurs mur, 
Whom gods admire, let 3 1 
Haſte, haſte, | beſte, te ſecrifice Pr e. 


* of Prieſis and Augurs. l 
Hail, Cadmus, hail! Free ſalutes nnen | 
Ceaſe your mourning, . 
ö Toys returning, 
Songs of mirtb and _ br. 


 [Excunt omnes. 


End of the Fitſt Act. 


o  . Fain. 
| AUD USA DB HOOSZ 
ACT II. ae I. l 
The SCENE is a Meofett'c noms ale Prußen dn terminated 
by a beautiful mountain adornꝰ d with woods and water- falls, 
Juno and Inis deſcend in different Ee Juno in a 
chariot drawn by pane; W on a e c 20 ali 1 


- JUNO, 


I w impatient of thy ſtay, 
From Samos have I wing'd my way, 
To meet thy flow return 
Thou know'ſt what cares e 
My anxious breaſt, | 
And how with rage and jealouſy I bark * 
Then why this long . ? 
be & © | Shank 
With all his ſpeed not yet the Sun 
Thro' half his race has run, 
Since I to execute thy dread command 
. thrice encompaſs'd ſeas and land, 
n JUNO. 
Say, where is Semele's abode? 
| Till that I know, 
Thoꝰ thou hadſt on lightning rode, 
Still thou tedious art and ſlow. 
IRIS. 
Look where Citheron proudly ſtands, 
Boeotia parting from Cecropian lands. 
High on the ſummit of that hill, 
Beyond the reach of mortal eyes, 
By Jove's command, and Vulcan's skill, 
Behold a new-eretted palace riſe, 


S EME L E. 
There from mortal cares retiring, 
She reſides in ſweet retreat; 


On her pleaſure, Jove requiring, 
All the Loves and Graces wait. 


Thither Flora the fair 
With her train muſt repair, 
Her amorous Zephyr attending, 
All her ſweets ſhe muſt bring 
To continue the ſpring, 
| Thich never muſt there know an ending. 


Bright Aurora, tis ſaid, 

From her old lovers bed 
No more the grey orient adorning, 
For the future muſt riſe 

From fair Semele's eyes, 
And wait till ſhe wakes for the morning. 


JUNO. 
No more I'Il hear no more. 
How long muſt I endure? 
How long with indignation burning, 
From impious mortals 
Bear this inſolence! 
Awake Saturnia from thy lethargy ; : 
Scize, deſtroy the curſt adultreſs. 
Scale proud Citheron's top: 


Snatch her, tear her in thy fury, 


And down, down to the flood of Acheron 


Let her fall, let her fall, fall, fall: 


Rolling down the depths of night, 
Never more to behold the light. 


* 


142 | s E ME LE. 
If I am own'd above, | : 
Siſter and wife of Jove; 
(Siſter at leaſt I ſure may claim, pe 1 
Tho? wife be a negle&ed name,) : | 
If I th' imperial ſcepter e [wear 
By hell— 
Tremble thou univerſe this oath to hear, 
Not one of curſt Agenor's race to ſpare. 
| | IRIS. 7 
Hear mighty Queen, while I recount 
What obſtacles you muſt furmount ; 
With adamant the gates are barr'd, 
Whoſe entrance two fierce dragons guard: 
At each approach they laſh their forky ſtings, 
And clap their brazen wings: 
And as their ſcaly horrors rife, 
They all at once diſeloſe 
A thouſand fiery eyes, 
Which never know repoſe. 
JUNO. 
Hence, Iris, hence away, 
Far from the realms of day; | 
Ober ies hills to the Meotian lake 
A ſpeedy flight we'll take: 
There, Somnus I'll compel! 
His downy bed to leave and filent cell: 
With noife and light F will his peace moleſt, 
Nor ſhall he ſink again to pleaſing reſt, 
Till to my vow'd revenge he grants ſupplies, 
And ſeals with fleep the wakeful dragons eyes. 


[They _ 


” A 
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| SCENE II. 
| Tes CEN E changes to an apartment in the palace of SEMELz; 
ſhe is Neeping ; Loves and Zephyri y_ 


CUPTD. 


EE, . the toils of an amorous fight, 
Where weary and pleas'd, ſtill panting ſhe ligs ; 
While yet in her mind ſhe repeats the delight, 
How feet is the ſlumber that ſteals on her eyes ! 
Come Zephyrs, come, while Cupid ſings, 
Fan her with your ſilky wings; | 
New defire 
PII inſpire, 
And revive the dying flames; 
Dance around her 
While I wound her, 
And with pleaſure fill her dreams. 
A dance of Zephyrs, after which SruzIx awakes, 
| and riſes. 
| SEMELE. 
O Sleep, why doſt thou leave me? 
Why thy viſionary joys remove? 
O Sleep, again deceive me, 
To my arms reſtore my wandring love. 


SCENE m. 
Two Loyes lead in Jurrræx; while he meets and embraces 
SEMELE, Curm ſings. 


CUPID. 


G Lee fehr 
Seize him waking ; 
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Love has ſought him, 
Back has brought him ; . 
Mighty Jove tho? he be, ; 
And tho? love cannot ſee, 
Yet by feeling about 
He has found him out, 
And bas caught him. 
SEMELE. 
Let me not another moment 
Bear the pangs of abſence, ' | 
Since you have form'd my ſoul for loving, 
No more afflict me 
With doubts and fears, and cruel jealouſy. 
JUPITER. 
Lay your doubts and fears aſide, 
And for joys alone provide; 
Tho” this human form Iwear, 
Think not I man's falſhood bear. 
You are mortal, and require 
Time to reſt and to reſpire. 
Nor was I abſent, 
Tho? a while withdrawn, 
To take petitions 
From the needy world. 
While Love was with thee 
I was preſent ; 
Love and I are one. 
SEMELE. 
Tf chearful hopes 
And chilling fears, 
Alternate ſmiles, 
Alternate tears, 
Eager painting, 
Fond deſiring, 


s E M E L. E. 
Wi th grief now fainting, 
Now with bliſs expiring ; 
Tf this be love, not you alone, 
But love and I are one. 
B OFT a 
Tf this be love, not you alone, 
But love and I are one. 
S EME LE. 
Ah me! | 
JUPITER. 
Why ſighs my Semele ? 
What gentle ſorrow 
Swells thy ſoft boſom ? 
Why tremble thoſe fair eyes 
With interrupted light ? 
Where hov'ring for a vent, 
Amidſt their humid fires, 


Some new-form'd wiſh appears. 


Speak, and obtain, 
S EME LE. 

At my own happineſs 
J ſigh and tremble; 
Mortals whom gods affect 
Have narrow limits ſet to liſe, 
And cannot long be bleſs'd. 
Or if they could 
A god may prove inconſtant. 

JUPITER. 
Beware of jealouſy: 
Had Juno not been jealous, 
I ne'er had left Olympus, 
Nor wander'd in my love. 


% 2” - 


143 


146 8 uE. 
S EM EL. 
With my frailty don't uphraid me, 
J am woman as you made me. | 
Cauſeleſs doubting or deſpairing, 
. Raſhly truſting, idly fearing. 
Tf obtaining 
Still complaining, 
If conſenting 
Sͤltill repenting, 
Moft complying 
When denying, 
And to be follow'd, only flying. 
With my frailty don't upbraid me, 
= Tam a woman as you made me. 
JUPITER. 
1 Thy ſex of Jove's the maſter · piece, 
4 Thou, of thy ſex, art moſt excelling. 
11 Frailty in thee is ornament, 
In thee perfection. 
Giv'n to agitate the mind, 
And keep awake mens paſſions; 
To baniſh indolence, 
And dull repoſe, 
The foes of tranſport 
And of pleaſure. go 
. SEMELE. — 
Still I am mortal, 
Still a woman ; 
And ever when you leave me, 
Tho? compaſs*'d round with deities, 
Of loves and graces, 
A fear invades me, 
And conſcious of a nature 
Far inferior, 
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I ſeek for ſolitude, | 
And ſhun ſociety. 
_JUPITER [apart.] | 
Too well I read her meaning, J 
But muſt not underſtand her. 
Aiming at immortality | 
With dangerous ambition, 
She wou'd dethrone Saturnia; 
And reigning in my heart 
Would reign in heav'n. 
Leaſt ſhe too much explain, 
I muſt with ſpeed amuſe her; 
It gives the lover double pain, 
Who hears his nymph complain, 
And hearing muſt refuſe her. 
SEMELE, 
Why do you ceaſc to gaze upon me ? 
Why muſing turn away? 
Some other object 
Seems more pleaſing. 
JUPITER. 
Thy needleſs fears remove, 
My faireſt, lateſt, only love. 
By my command, 
Now at this inſtant, 
Two winged Zephyrs 
From her downy bed 
Thy much lov'd Ino bear; 
And both together 
Waft her hither 
'Thro? the balmy air. 
SEMELE. 
Shall I my ſiſter ſee! 


Pl 
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S EME IL. E. 
The dear companion 
Of my tender years. 
JUPITER. 
See ſhe appears 
But ſees not me, 
For I am viſible 
Alone to thee. 
While I retire, riſe and meet her, 
And with welcomes greet her. 
Now all this ſcene ſhall to Arcadia turn, 
The ſeat of happy nymphs and ſwains, 
There without the rage of jealouſy they burn, 
And taſte the ſweets of love without its pains. 


SCENE IV. 
Jorrrxx retires. SEMELE and Ixo meet and embrace. The 


SCENE is totally changed, and ſhews an open country, 


Several Shepherds and Shepherdeſſes enter. SEMELE and Ixo 
having entertained each other in dumb ſhew, ſit and obſerve the 
rural ſports, which end the . . 


5 , . 4 —- 
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A CT Mb SCENE I. 


The SCENE is the cave of Sleep. The god of Sleep lying 
on his bed. .4 foft ſymphony is heard. Then the muſic chan- 
ges to a different movement. 


JUNO and IRIS. 
JUNO, 
OMNUS, awake, 
Raiſe thy reclining head; 
IRIS. 
Thy ſelf forfake, _ 
And lift up thy heavy lids of lead, 
SOMNUS ſwaking.] 
Leave me, loathſome Light; 
| Receive me, ſilent Night. 
Lethe, why does thy lingring current ceaſe ? 
O murmur, murmur me again to peace. 
[Sinks down again. 
IRIS. | 
Dull god, canſt thou attend the waters fall, 
And not hear Saturnia call ! 
| | JUNO. 
Peace Iris, peace, I know how to charm him, 
Paſithea's name alone can warm him. 
JUNO, IRIS. 
Only Love on Sleep has pow'r ; 
O'er gods and men 
Tho? Somnus reign, 
Love alternate has his hour. 
JUNO. 
| Somnus ariſe, 
Diſcloſe-thy tender eyes ; 
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For Paſithea's ſight | 
Endure the light: 5 
Somnus ariſe. | + 8 
| $OMNUS (riſing.] ; 
More fweet is that name 
Fhon a ſoft purling ſtream ; 
With pleafure repoſe Dil forſake, 
Tf you'll grant me but her to ſooth me awake. 
| JUNO. 
Ny will obey, 
She ſhall be thine. 
Thou with thy ſofter pow'rs 
Firſt Jove ſhalt captivate, 
To Morpheus then give order, 
Thy various miniſter, 
That with a dream in ſhape of Semele, 
; But far more beautiful, 
And more alluring, 
7 He may invade the ſleeping deity ; 
And more to agitate | 
His kindling fire, 
Still let the phantom ſeem 
To fly before him, 
That he may wake impetuous, 
Furious in defire ; | 
Unable to refuſe whatever boon 
Her coyneſs ſhall require, 
„ SOMNUs. 
I tremble to comply. 
J U N O. 
To me thy leaden rod reſign, 
To charm the centinels 
On mount Citheron; 


Then caſt a ſleep on mortal Ino: 


s Ku 1. l 
That I may ſeem her form to wear, at 
When I to Semele appear. 
Obey my will, thy rod reſign, 
And Paſithea ſhall be thine. 
SOMNUS. 
All T muſt grant, for all is due 
To Paſithea, Love and you. 
| JUNO. 
Amway let us haſte, 
Let neither have reſt, 
Till the fwecteſt of pleaſures we prove ; 
Till of vengeance paſſeſs'd 
I doubly am bleſs'd, 
And thou art made happy in love. 
[Ex. Juno and un 
{SoMnvs retires within bis cave, the Scene — fo SEMELE'S | 
apartment. | 


SCENE II. 
SEMELE [alone.] 


SEMELE. 
Love and am low'd, yet more T defire ; 
Ah, how fooliſh a thing is fruition! 

As one paſſion cools, ſome other takes fire, 
And Pm flill in a longing condition. 
Whate'er I poſſeſs 
Soon ſeems an exceſt, 
For ſomething untry'd I petition; 
Tuo daily I prove 
| The pleaſures of love, 
T die for the joys of ambition, 


SCE N E. III. 
Enter Juxo as Ino, with a mirrour in her hand, 


JUN O [apart.] 
Þ HUS ſhaped like Ino, 
With eaſe I ſhall deceive her, 
And in this mirrour ſhe ſhall ſee 
Herſelf as much transform'd as me. 
Do I ſome goddeſs ſee! [To her, 
Or is it Semele? 


$SEMELE. 
Dear ſiſter ſpeak, 


Whence this aſtoniſhment? 
| JUNO. 
Your charms improving 
To divine perfection, 
She w you were late admitted 
Amongſt celeſtial beauties, 
Has Jove conſented ? 
And are you made immortal? 
SEMELE. 
Ah no, I till am mortal, 
Nor am I ſenſible 
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Of any change or new perfection. 
JUNO. [Giving ber the giaſs. 

Behold in this mirrour : 

Whence comes my ſurprize ; 

Such luſtre and terror 

Unite in your eyes, 


That mine cannot fix on a radiance ſo bright; 
Tis unſafe for the ſenſe, and too ſlipp*ry for ſight. 
| SEMELE, [Looking in the glaſs, 
O eeſtacy of happineſs ! 
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Celeſtial graces 
I diſcover in each feature? 
Myſelf J ſpall adore, 
FI perſiſt in gazing ; 
No object ſure before 
Was ever half ſo pleaſing. 
How did that glance become me! 
But take this flatt'ring mirrour from me. 
Yet once again let me view me. 
Ab charming all ober! 
| [Offering the glaſs, withdraws her hand again. 
Here — bold, PII have one look more, 
Tho? that look I were ſure would undo me. 
JUNO. [Taking the glaſs oo ber. 
Be wiſe as you are beautiful, 
Nor loſe this opportunity. 
When Jove appears, 
All ardent with deſire, 
Refuſe his proffer'd flame 
Till you obtain a boon without a name, 
SEMELE. 
Can that avail me ? 
JUNO. 
Unknowing your intent, 
And eager for poſſeſſing, 
He unawares will grant 
The nameleſs bleſſing. 
But bind him by the Siygian lake, 
Left lover-like his word he break. 
SEMELE. 
But how ſhall I attain 
To . ? 
JUNO. 
Conjure him by his oath 


— 
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Not to approach your bed 
In likeneſs of a mortal, 


But like himſelf, the mighty thun dere; 


In pomp of majeſty, 
And heav'nly attire ; 


As when he proud Saturnia charms, 


And with ineffable delights 
Fills her encircling arms, 


And pays the nuptial rites. 


By this conjunction 

With entire divinity 

You ſhall partake of heav'nly eſſence, 

And thenceforth leave this mortal ſtate 
To reign above, 
Ador'd by Jove, 

In ſpite of jealous Juno's hate. 
S8EME L E. 

Thus let my thanks be paid, 

Thus let my arms embrace thee ; 


| And when I'm goddeſs made, 


With charms lite mine Pl grace thee. 
JUNO. a 


Rich odours fill the fragrant air, 


And Jove's approach declare. 


I muſt retire, ———— 
SEMELE. 
Adieu—— Your counſel PII purſue. 


JU NO. [apart.] 


"And fure Genu den will exifue. 
Vain wretched fool-=——[T her.] Adieu. 


[Exit. 


* 
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SCENE IV. 8 


Jorrren enters, offers to embrace SEMELE; ſhe looks kindly on 
him, but retires a little from him. 


JUPITER. 


Ome to my arms, my lovely fair, 
| Sooth my uneaſy cure: 
In my dream late I woo'd thee, 
And in vain T purſu'd thee, 
For you fled from my pray r, 
And bid me defpair. 
Come to my arms, my lovely fair . 
SEMELE. 
- Tho” tis eaſy to pleaſe ye, 
And hard to deny; 
Tho' poſſeſſing's a bleſſing 
For which I could die, 
I dare not, T cannot comply. 
JUPITER. 
When I languiſh with anguiſh, | 
And tenderly figh, | 
Can you leave me, deceive me, | 
And ſeornfully fy? 
Ah fear not. You muſt not deny. 
| SEMELE, JUPITER. 
T dare not, I cannot comply. 
Ah fear not; you muſt nof deny. 
| FUPLE E R. 
O Semele, 
Why art thou thus ;nfenſble; 2 
Were I a mortal, 
Thy barbarous diſdaining 
Would ſurely end me, 


156 SEMEL E. 
And death at my complaining 
In pity would befriend me. 
S EMELE. 
T ever am granting, 
Tu always complain; 
| T always am wanting, 
Yet never obtain. 
Speak, ſpeak your deſire, 
I'm all over fire. 
Bay what you require, 
I'll grant it —now let us retire, 
 SEMELE. 
Swear by the Stygian lake. 
JUPITER. 
By that tremendous flood I ſwear, 
Ye Stygian waters hear, 
And thou Olympus ſhake, 
In witneſs to the oath I take. 4 ; 
[Thunder at a diſtance, and underneath. 
| S EME L E. 
: Yow'll grant what I require. 
JUPITER. 
P11 grant what you require, 
__SEMELE. 
Then i off this human ſhape which you wear, 
And Jove ſince you are, like Fove too appear; 
When next you deſire I ſhould charm ye. 
As when Juno you bleſs, 
So you me muſt carreſs, 
And with all your omnipotence arm ye. 


S8 EME LE. _ 
JUPITER. 
] take heed what you preſs, 
For beyond all redreſs, 


Should Igrant what you wiſh, T ſpall harm ye. 
| S EME L E. 


I'll be pleas'd with no leſs, 
Than my wiſh in exceſs; 

Let the odth you have taken alarm ye: 
Haſte, haſte, and prepare, 
Por Dll know what you are; 

So with all your omnipotence arm ye. 


SCENE V. 
She withdraws, eee remains penſrve and deieBed, 


JUPITER. 


H! whither is ſhe gone! unhappy fair! 
Why did ſhe wiſh?!—— Why did I raſhly ſwear? 
Tis paſt, tis paſt recall, 
She muſt a viftim fall. 
Anon, when I appear 
The mighty thunderer, 
Arm'd with inevitable fire, 
She needs muſt inſtantly expire, 
Tis paſt, tis paſt recall, 
She muſt a victim fall. 
My ſofteſt lightning yet Pll try, 
And mildeft melting bolt apply : 
In vain——for ſhe was fram'd to prove 
None but the lambent flames of love. 
Tis paſt, tis paſt recall, 
She muſt a viftim fall. 
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SCENE VI. 
” UNO appears in her chariot aſcending. 


JUNO. 
Bove meaſure 
Is the pleaſure 
Which my revenge ſupplies. 
Loves a bubble 
Gain d with trouble, 
And in poſſeſſing dies. 
With what joy ſhall I mount to my heav'n again, 
At once from my rival and jealouſy freed! 
The fweets of revenge make it worth while to reign, 
And beav'n will n be heav'n indeed. 
4 | [She aſcends, 


SCENE VII. 


The SCENE opening diſcovers SEMELE lying under a canopy, 
leaving penſively. While a mournful ſymphony is playing foe 
looks up and ſees JUPITER deſcending in a black cloud; the 
motion of the cloud is ſlow. Flaſbes of lightning iſſue from 
either ſide, and thunder is heard grumbling in the air. 


| SEMELE. 
— me! too late I now repent 
My pride and impious vanity. 
He comes ! far off his lightnings ſcorch me. 
I feel my life conſuming : | 
TI burn, I burn -I faint for pity I e 
O help, O help = I can no more. [Dies. 

As the cloud which contains Juprrxx is arrived juſt over the ca- 

nopy of SEMELE, a ſudden and great flaſh of lightning breaks 

forth, and a clap of loud thunder is heard; when at one inflant 


SEMELE: reg 
SEMELE with the palace and the whole preſent ſcene diſap- 
pears, and JuPITER re- aſcends ſwiftly. The ſcene totally 
changed repreſents a — country, Mount Citheron jg 
the proſpect. | 


SCENE VIIL. | 
Euter CADMUS, ATHAMAS ad IN o. 


IN O. 
O my ill-boding dream 
Behold the dire event. 
C ADM US, ATHAM AS. 
O terror and aſtoniſhment, 
| | INO. 
How I was hence remov'd, 
Or hither how return'd, I know not: 
So long a trance with-held me. 
But Hermes in a viſion told me 
(As I have now related) 
The fate of Semele; 
And added, as from me he fled, 
That Jove ordain'd I Athamas ſhould wed. 
_CADMUS, 
Be Jove in ev'ry thing obey'd. 
18 — * | 
ATHAMAS, 
Unwerthy of your charms, myſelf I yield ; 
Be Jove's commands and your's fullfill' d. 
AD 
See from above the bellying clouds deſcend, 
And big with ſome new wonder this way tend. 


0M 1 K L E. 


ENR N. 
Ahead arg, ov Ari Ciheres wh oye 
G 


er L 0. 
\ © Pollo comes +a care, 
From tyrannous love all your forrows proceed, 
From tyrannous love you fhall quickly be freed. 
From Semele's aſves a Phoenix ſhall riſe, 
The joy of this earth, and delight of the skies: 
A god he ſpall prove 25 
| More mighty than love, 
And a ſover e ſhall invent, 
; hich vidio pare - 2, 
The ſick lover ſhall cure, 
felix nen ——__—_— 


8  drmars, and ſynthe Blind bey; 
Tour bearts from his arrows ſtrong wine ball defend : 
Each day and each night you ſhall revel in joy, | 
For when Bacchus is born, Love's reign's at an end. 
I CHORUS, 
Ten mortals be merry, &c. | 
Dance of SATYRS. 


[ Exeunt omnes. 


